Into a Texas so hot as to be surreal, comes Ann, a Boston 
career girl! who encounters Yesterday, primitive archititect and 
builder. Yesterday is helped in his work by a naked ex-marine 
made cretinous by Vietnam. Already in the mix is the boss of 
the ranch where the action takes. place, Penton, a coarse 
and foul-mouthed billionairg who is presently seeking another 
wife--and a baseball] team. 

Yesterday soon receives a commission from Davrooni, a 
Preacher both itinerant and insane--though hardly moreso than 
some others in the play--to design and build THE CHURCH OF ALL. 
Davrooni is being pursued by a Bronx woodworking teacher and his 
terminally ill, miracle-seeking wife. 

Yesterday is methodically lecherous and (not incidentally?) 
speaks feelingly of art. What evolves is a few bizarre and comic 
events which point, though, to a ferocious Power struggle between 


art and business: featuring love, lust and money--plus religion-- 
all of the foregoing as best| exeplified by a triangle most 
strange and dangerous of Ann, Yesterday, and Penton. Yesterday 
-@ventually becomes a chanting Prophet; Ann makes a middle-class 
decision so sensible and clear-headed as to be vicious. 

They all live ever after. , 
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SCENE 1 


The Christmas Cafe. Three Soubege sit turtlebacked at a 
small bar; one is YESTERDAY. AM is behind the bar, staring. 
There is a small table. A large air conditioner bangs away 
from a window. There may or may not be a door. Much of the 
area behind the bar is covered with bubbling Christmas lights, 
with the exception of some sort of sign, preferably neon, 
advertising LONE STAR, a beer. - . 

The NEW YORKER enters, blinking. He wears overlong 
Bermuda shorts, a mismatched, toss ehert shirt, leather shoes 


without socks. The Christmas lights confuse him. 


NEW YORKER. Whaaaaa? (Turns back as if to explain where he 
came from) The sun's ferocious out there! (No 
one notices him. ) It's a big change to come in here. | 

YESTERDAY. (still not looking at him) I don't think so. 


Somethin always gonna get you somewheres--sun 


there, beer here. 
NEW YORKER. (brightening) Yeah, yeah, I guess so. Well, how 
about a Bud? (AM exits down, like a puppet) 
YESTERDAY. He don't like to talk. Believes the movies. Strong, 


silent Texdn. 


NEW YORKER. Where..... am I? I'm on the new highway, thehI'm here. 
(YESTERDAY swivels around and Slides off the barstool, 
approaches the NEW YORKER. He swaggers belly-thrust, as 

" if proud of his pot.) I tell him Bud he fuckin vanishes. 
(YESTERDAY stands beside him, hip to hip, and usually 
tries to adhere this way despite the NEW YORKER'S stepping 
away.) 
. YESTERDAY. Things are bad if you don't know. 

NEW YORKER. (sarcastic) No kidding? 

YESTERDAY. This here's (NEW YORKER inching away) Christmas. 

NEW YORKER. Christmas? Texas? 

YESTERDAY. Both. 

NEW YORKER. Where'd he go? I'm dying. Horrible heat! 

YESTERDAY. Caves. 

NEW YORKER. (with quickening interest)There's caves down there? 

YESTERDAY. No. 

Qpew yorxer. (attempting a "rural" accent) Look! How you get on to El 
Paso from here. (moving away) 

YESTERDAY. Hey? Hold awnnnnnnn there and I'll tell uh how to git 
awnnnnnnn to El Paso, Hombre. (The cowboys laugh.) Fust, 
I'm gonna hogtie yuh here (putting his arm around the 
NEW YORKER. ) 

COWBOY 1. Now that there's a real cowboy. 

COVBOY 2. Which one? 


YESTERDAY. Cause you slip around like a monkey fuckin a football. 


(COWBOYS hoot.) Don't mind them. They're dumb when they 
ain't full of beer which they is now. 

| "NEW YORKER. Them I don't mind at all. In fact I'd prefer to spend all 
| afternoon in here drinking, but my wife's in the van 


waiting. And she's ... sick. This heat. 


YESTERDAY. This is Texas, man! Let her wait. You do what the hell 
you want in Texas. Got the space for it. (stepping away 
from the NEW YORKER and pointing variously) It goes out 

yy thataway, thataway, and that there-away, way way out. 

(a beat) Listen! (mock serious) You can hear it! Texas 
is bigger than the world! 

NEW YORKER. You don't have to tell me: I've been driving it! 

COWBOY 1. You want Oklahoma. Got wrong state. 

COWBOY 2. Go out there, turn right. It's seven or a hundred miles. 

COWBOY 1. Only don't turn too soon, you'll get Colorado. 

COWBOY 2. Ask at first oil well when yall get there. Ask Indian. 

COWBOY 1. Say "How!" They like that. 

YESTERDAY. You boys 'bout as funny as leprosy. 

COWBOY 1. Oh muh goodness muh toe just dropped off in muh boot. 
(shaking it) Hear that? 

COWBOY 2. I got same thing with muh brain but it's not shakin, it's 

& floatin. (A case of Bud rises from behind the bar, followed 

by AM.) | 

NEW YORKER. Thank God! (He rushes bar and sits on the stool YESTERDAY 
has vacated. (He gulps.) Cuts through some of the dust anyway . 

YESTERDAY. That much beer they don't make. 

NEW YORKER. (shouts) You got peanuts? (AM just stares) 

COWBOY 1. You don't want any. 

COWBOY 2. They bend. 

NEW YORKER. Seriously though fellows, did you see an Indian? India 
Indian, that is? We've been - 

COWBOY 1. Hell we don't let everybody in here. 

COWBOY 2. Made exception for you. 


Gowns .. Wouldn't want my wife to marry one. 
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Which one? 
No difference. 


Are they finished? 
They's always finished. 


Like everybody else. Then they 
begin. 

He, this guys, the India Indian, comes from someplace 
looks like the asshole of the universe...usually jabbers 
in his six words of English about this weird religion, 
and then he--- 

This here's armpit of universe. (flaps arms so they 
reveal soaked armpits) 

(choking) Yall let me know next time yall gonna do that, 
hear? 

Actions speak louder than words--- 

That one do. 

You-all made your mistake at the barrels. (demonstrates 
using table) Squinched in the wrong side. You get back 
there and squinch in back opposite way you got here in the 
first place. 

Clear as mud. 

Why this poor fella be back in an hour, tongue in his 
shoelaces. 
(scratching his head) Course you could cut over the mount- 
ain. (The cowboys hit eachother laughing. ) 


Yeah, the moun-tane. 


High as up. 


(toasting them all) Okay okay. Private joke. f-know. 
Here's to all of you and to Christmas, Texas. (chuckle). 
I know about local jokes. 


Don't mind these jackasses. A man in Texas ain't what he 


used to be -- and he never was. 
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COWBOYS 1 and 2. 


Now what the hell's that mean? 

Don't make no sense nohow. 

(to NEW YORKER) What you think of that? You look like 
smart fella? 

He could stay and run the ranch. 

I think that I could sit at this bar for hours, enough 
time for you guys to pull my leg out the door. But the 
little lady'll want to know where we are on the map. 
Christmas, right? At least I think she will. 

We won't let them put Christmas, Texas on any map. 
They think they own you (you) let them do that. 

They does anyway. 

Does what? 

What Yesterday said. 

(to YESTERDAY) What you say? 

(shrug) I don't remember. Too long ago. 

Anyway, we figure this guy we're looking for's heading for 
El Paso. You might see htm. 

Nobody can tell might, but your sick ole lady, she might 
melt in this here big heat. These boys'll clean up their 
act you wanna bring her in, pour some Lone Stars down her. 
Hey, 


it might be good for her. Who knows? .But it's all 


right. She likes it where she is. You see she's ina 
wheelchair and I got it locked up on rails in my van. 
(YESTERDAY is quizzical) I just slide her rear to front 
and the rails actually lock up the wheels there where the 
passenger seat was. Well, actually the rails are maple. 
I designed it myself. I'm a woodworking teacher...from 


Queens. . You know Queens? 


{beat) Settin us up now, ain't you? 


Quh-WEENS ? 


NEW YORKER. Right. Borough of Queens. 

YESTERDAY. Got em in fuckin burrows back there, like fuckin rabbits. 

NEW YORKER. You're as bad as they are. 

& YESTERDAY . (taps forehead) Smarter. 

NEW YORKER. Evidently. 

YESTERDAY. (pondering) Maple rails huh? Why? 

NEW YORKER. Why that way she can see, feel she's a part of things 
even though she's ... (dying) 


YESTERDAY. Gonna be a part of things for sure. 


COWBOY 1. What's all that about? 
COWBOY 2. Everything and nothing. 
COWBOY 1. What came first? 


YESTERDAY. I don't mean that. What the hell can you ever do about that? 
Not a damn thing. I mean why (shrugs) anything. You? 
Her? Here? 

COWBOY..1. . Us? It? 

@ new YORKER. I told you my friends: we're on a quest (resigned) 
| It's a religious quest. 

YESTERDAY. That's okay, as long ne you don't expect to find nothin. 

COWBOY 2. Come to right place. 

NEW YORKER. I don't. (pushing back the stool) But let me get back 
to her. It's been fun. (To AM while pulling out a bill) 
What I owe? 

AM. | (backing away) Ain't supposéd.l. (tosses bill on the bar™ 
as he gets up, starts leaving. YESTERDAY grabs the bill 
and catches up to him, puts his arm around him again) 

YESTERDAY. Take your money mister. Nobody pays around here. 

NEW YORKER. You're kidding again. What is it, the worker's paradise? 

GQyEstenvay. Might say. Place belongs to the ranch. Ranch pays for 


everything. You'te a guest when you come in here. Old 
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YESTERDAY. 


PENTON. 


man runs the ranch wants tourists. 

At this rate he might get some --- if he airconditions the 
outside, too. | 

Now why didn't I think of that? 

Uh huh. Now what're we going to do? Go offstage like 
Jewish comedians singing a tearjerker song about mother? 
You start. (The NEW YORKER breaks away but YESTERDAY 
grabs his arm and gently spins him around in order to 
shake hands. ) 


Hey, y'all come back, year? 


NEW YORKER. No way. (YESTERDAY slaps him on the back as the NEW YORKER 


is exiting.) 

I like you. You see it fast, sort it out. Never meet 
nobody down here like that. 

All fuckin idiots like us. 

Speak for yourself. I'm a moron! Got Army test to prove it. 
Brag brag brag -- alls you do. 

Alls I can think of anymore: (Almost immediately PENTON 
enters. Brilliantly backlit and smiling widely, he's 

quite bow-legged. He wears well-tailored western clothes 
and steel-rimmed granny glasses. ) 

There went a tourist as I live and breathe. 

Doubt that last part. 

(points to bar) But you - boys ain't tourists. You 

hit the truck. (The two cowboys slouch out very slowly, 

as if to show some small defiance. AM shrugs, PENTON stares 
them out; YESTERDAY's expression is scornful.) Now what 
you say we turn those goddamm silly lights off Am? (AM 
moves to a spot behind the bar and complies.) How about . 
cia air conditioner? (Bangs it.) Philco Texan, huh? 


Well it's just like a Texan, making a lot of noise doing 
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GyreNton ; 
| AM. 


PENTON. 


exactly no work. How do you turn the bastard off? 

You don't know, do you? 

I'll just pull the plug here. (It weezes, groans, stops 
with a bang.) There! Thousand percent better. 

(drinking from the bottle the NEW YORKER left) 

What we gonna do now? Look at color slides of all your 
money ? 

You'll see presently... (to AM) Bring a bottle of Jack 
Daniels. We is gonna have an old fashioned Texas drinking 
bout. (sits down at table sighing) 

You're getting too fuckin old, Penton. 

That's a fact. (AM brings the bottle and puts it down 
noislessly, starts to go back of the bar.) Just where 

in the hell you going, son? Come back and sit your ass 
down here. (He does.) And you, Yesterday, never knew 
you to wait for an invitation. Pick up three bigr water 
glasses on the way, will you? | 

My pleasure. (hopping over bar) Want some water, Old 
Man? 

Nosir. Water too scarce in Texas. It's booze we get plenty 
of. (Holds bottle to pour and fills the glasses as soon 
as YESTERDAY puts them down.) In the old days we'd sit in 
a cafe like this, middle of the day, too hot to work., 
drink bourbon and talk real soft --~ so fuckin hot your 
asshole got welded shut. And tha't what we're studying on 
right now,gentlemen: nice quiet drinking until each 
asshole welds shut. 

Then you know you got the Big Heat! 

Damn straight. 


You want deck of cards? 


Nosir. Do { look nervous, like I have to play cards? 
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No, I... 

I want talk son, just talk. 

(misunderstands) You want me talk? 

If you like. 

But what ---? 

Tell me about your wife. I always like*to hear about 
your wife. Wasn't she Miss Canned Pears or something one 
time? 

Damn straight, sir, but she was Canned Peaches. 

(slapping hands together) And the fuckin can got dented. 
Ah yes a tragic tragic story. 

(recites it like a man dreamily possessed) Was her third 
husband...married in Vegas after divorce...buys me special 
custom Grand Am Pontiac...got it up to one-twenty...hit 

a pole...sheared her side...off...clean. (drinks vaguely) 
Spelled out big letters front of that hood: Grand Am. 
Grand goes with her, I'm left with Am. Now I'm Am. 
Fuckin lucky you lived, Am. (Astarter grinds outside. ) 
Left money sister Oklahoma. I get out of hospital, go 
there. She says "Fuck off coowboy turd." 

Common politeness. She lacked common politeness. 

Lacked teeth I get done. Then...Tuls&@ jail. Then come 
Christmas Cafe. Stay till I die if you'll--- 

Bet your ass I'll let ya. Fill a real need round here. 
(Silence as the starter grinds on) That sonofabitch cpn't 
drive a lick, can he? Fucking New Yorkers! They know 


everything and can't. do nothin. 


(shoving his chair back) I'll go get the fuckin thing goin. 


You stay right where you're at. I got important business 
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for you-- 


PENTON (con't.)/more than one thing. 


(sarcastic) Yes Master. 

(rising) Gets harder and harder gittin up. Everything 
stiff but my love muscle. Fill my glass there, Yesterday. 
Gonna start over when I get back. (YESTERDAY upends the 
bottle to make it gurgle. PENTON walks over to the window 
or door. He is very stiff and even more bowlegged. ) 

You ever ride a horse? | 

I've ridden everythin, Cadillacs to actresses. (yells outside) 
Hey, Marine! (to YESTERDAY and AM) Those cowboys 

gona broil back of that pickup. Marine sittin in the cab 
lookin straight on. (a beat) I sometimes wonder what 
that boy thinks. 

Poor sonofabitch's the onlyest tourist attraction we 

got right Aue 

Hey Marine! You get that van started! Okay? Sonofabitch 
is simple and he's smarter than that New Yorker. (Comes 
back and eases into his chair) Okay, where was I? (looks 
at Am who shrugs in alarm) Oh yeah, wanted to tell you 
boys what my accountants told me. 

That was a year ago you was saying that. 

(confused a beat) But your talkin about tourist attractions 
reminds me I wane you start sprucin up the old part of the 
ranch, really sprucin it up. Gonna have tourists down 
here I want it lookin nice. (A woman's thin scream is 
heard.) Oh oh. Marine got any clothes on? I don't 
rightly remember, (She screams again. ) 

Answer. 


That sonofabitch could play football. (amazed and whistful ) 
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PENTON (con't) 


Remember how he played football? Like God could 
run and kick and throw. 
Texas is too big for God, bigger than the whole fuckin 
world. Shit! 
Not if he can play football it ain't. 
The NEW YORKER enters. - 
Hey there's some kind of pre-vert out there who-- 
Just Marine. 
(Fingers shaped like pistols he makes circles around 
both ears) Loonie tunes and merrie melodies. 
Oh. 
He'll get your van goin for you though. 
The Sonofabitch got a aaa wang like a baseball bat! 
Some is born great and some achieves it. 
Nobody ever achieved that. 
Nope, he sorta hangs separately, but I see in Newsweek 
about how this here mind control can help... 
I stopped reading. Makes you stupid. 
Was he...? Did he...? 
Vietnam. 
Jesus! 
A tragic tragic thing. 
Ay-men. 
Yup. 
Blew out the part of the brain connected to the cock. 
That's a fact. ° 
(shakes) Oooooof! But I'm talking here and my wife is 
sitting next to him in the van (exits) 
Waiting's all. 


It's okay long's she don't roll over it. 
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He's not a bad ole boy. 
He's a stupid fuck. 

I suppose so. Anyways, baseball bat reminds me.... 
was talkin to my accountants and lawyers today and- 
(NEW YORKER enters. ) 

Got any film? (No one will answer so he leaves. They 
drink in silence until the engine roars to life outside. ) 
Marine's crazy, not stupid. 
Ah, everybody's crazy. 

Crazy world. 

So where's it leave us?. 
(topping off all the glasses) Right...here...is where. 
These goddamm tourists is gonna ruin everything, old man. 
Can't even get into your bullshit story. 

You know his talkin about his wife, that New York fella, and 
Am here talkin about his just reminds me how lonely I am 
without a woman. I'm gonna get me another wife, fucked 
if I ain't. 

Or if you is--- 

Where this time? 

I think I'll get me one in the north this time, maybe 
even Canada. | 

Eskimo. 

No more zsowthern belles? I will be (burps) double fucked 
Shit no, that last one talked nice but she drank like 

ten men. Why last two months before she conked out, 

she was Slurping up more than a case of Canadian Club a 
week. 

(pushing back his chair ind axtesaine his right foot, then 


stomping it down) She was getting the accelerator /down to 


YESTERDAY (con't). the floor. (makes motor noise) 
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She was that, and I kinda blame myself. Just before she 
(holding up bottle) really got into it she told me she 
wanted to go to Paris. I said shit yeah and give her 
two, three hundred in loose change ~-- she had every credit 
card known to man -- well that pissed her off. You see, 

I thought she meant Paris, Texas, at first. But then 

I told her I give her all the money she wanted. But that 
was no good. Fars she was concerned I couldn't do 
anything right. 

Sometimes they just want to stay pissed off. 

Ay-men. 

I guess. Anyways, when I get me this new one I'm gonna 
get put in a contract she can go to Paris France a month 
every year. 

(warning) Young fellas there. 

That's her fuckin business. 

Sounds like good deal. 

Ain't it? And at my age I ain't gonna bother her all 

that much. 

THen you gotta get one don't wanna be bothered a whole lot. 
There's some. 

A few. (Looks at one finger, then two, then three. 

Then tucks each back in succession). Can't think of sie 
on the instant. 

(anxious) How’ you get new wife? 

Oh, I just go to a big city and spend for two weeks. At 
the end I got five, six to pick from. But, you know, you're 
talking about all these tourists starting to come down 
here gets me thinking if I could catch me one of them 


I could save a heap of money. And time. 
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What's the difference what you do with all your heaps 

of money? Got so much it don't make no difference. (With 
both hands rising, he shows imaginary piles growing on the 
table.) 

That's where you're wrong. I need alls I got right now 
cause I'm not just gonna buy me a wife, I'm gonna buy me 

a fuckin baseball team. Pan Americans, how's that? That 
anyways mainly what the accountants and lawyers was all 
screaming about -- they didn't like the idea of the wife 
neither. I tell em go fuck theirselves. Only chance a man 
got with people like that --- tell the government that 

too but it don't do no good. 

Only one thing ask yourself about the government. 
Whaaasaaat? 

Is the fuckin you're givin good as the fuckin you're 
gettin? 

Well thatts worth another drink anyways. (pouring) 

At least. 

That's how he pays me off for everything I do for him. 
Don't complain. 

You know, there's some truth in that, Yesterday, but I'm 
thinking about a job now I'll give you some real money for, 
I'll send one of the boys into El Paso get that real big 
artist paper, you know, and you draw me pictures of a ball - 
park I'm gonna put near the border. Hundred-thousand people, 
Texans and Mexicans. Hell, half Mex myself, by virtue of 
eating: eat their food till flames shoot out my asshole. 
(You need) Steel chair. 

Spanish-Amierican motif--it's startin in my head now. 

I loved the ball games when I was a kid. Sit under 


tree and get blind, yell your ass off. And there always 


PENTON (con't). be a fight you could get in. 
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Never mind the artist paper. I'll make you a wood model 
take to your big-time builder in Dallas. 

Good! Good! They try to talk you out of everything too. 
I'll say, look, you want the money or no? Do it like this 
here. Goddammit! 

They'll talk ya out of it but that's all right. Nobody 
wants what I fuckin got. It's okay. I'm seed to it. 
Anyways, got that wood was gonna use for your wife's bar - 
ebony mostly. Make you a real pretty model. Got some hunks 
plastic, luminum too. 

Never knew why she wanted that bar. (Indicates fast 
drinking with his free hand) Drank too fast to sit down. 
(shades eyes with hand’) Block that sun there, will you, 
Am? It's still gettin at me. | 

- Am goes over to the window holding the air conditioner, 
lets down a rattan shade with a pudgy nude painted or pinned 
on it. He peeks by the side of the shade. - 

You know, I been tryin figure what was wrong with that 
woman 'sides the drinkin. 

Enough. 

Yeah it's enough all right but there was-- 

People drink for reasons. "Cept them that don!t. They 
don't. | 

Nope. 

Yeah...well...(annoyed at himself for considering | 
YESTERDAY'S foolishness) She..(thinks) had a high ass. 
Never did have luck with high ass woman and that's a fact. 


High ass, yup. 


YESTERDAY . What the fuck you mean high ass? 

PENTON. Mean it was really up there. Goddamn clear picture (if) 
you ask me. 

AM. Naturaily. 

YESTERDAY. She was fuckin tall woman! 

AM. Clear. | 

PENTON. Wasn't that. I see short woman with high ass. 

AM. And they (forgets verb as they look at him) short legs. 


YESTERDAY. Fuck man! Woman got long legs where's her ass gonna be? > 


Gotta sit up there high! That's fuckin logic is what that 
is. 

PENTON. It ain't that I tell you. It just ain't. That's why I'm 
(slowly, patiently) trying to figure it out. It's (shrugs) 
something! (a beat) That wife of mine had one though. 

AM. Uh huh. 

PENTON. Up there. 

j AM. (I) hear you. 

PENTON. Way --- 

AM. Damn straight. 

PENTON. Hard one to figure. 

YESTERDAY. Yeah, well I'm senna go fuckin asleep. This discussion got 
muh brain beat plumb flat. (hitting table with palm.) 
BeEAT downnnnnnnnn fiuhLAT! (He lets forehead fall to table. ) 

AM. (distant). Boys snorin. Marine hangin legs out the door. 
New Yorker broked down little up the road. 

PENTON. You tell marine go back to ranch. He'll stop and get 
that dumb prick going. They can send the Cadillac for 
me later. (rubs his eyes in deep thought, repeatedly) 

You know, gonna find out those tourists don't know how 


to drive in this big heat. We'll have cars breakin down 


PNETON (con't). left and right. 


YESTERDAY. 


PENTON. 


YESTERDAY. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 
AM. 


YESTERDAY. 


& PNETON. 


AM. 
YESTERDAY. 
PENTON. 
AM. 


YESTERDAY. 


PENTON. 


YESTERDAY P 


Be a junkyard. 
(lifts his head) Well you got Slippery on the ranch. 
Yeah, well he's a good ole boy for about fifteen years now 
and a good mechanic too, but he ain't got all the parts 
for what I'm talkin about. 

Well, he got the tools! Good mechanic got tools he 

can knock the fuckin parts together somehow, some-fuckin- 
how. 

Gotta have parts, though. Somethin breaks you need the 
parts. 

(continuing to peek around the shade) Yeah...got parts 


get em in canopener. Hammer. Parts first. Need part. 
Parts. 

No fuckin other way Am. 

Damn straight Sir. 

Now wait a minute, wait a goddamn minute here and - 
Wait a minute my ass. I said Slippery was a mechanic, 
not a fuckin whatchacallit? 

Right. 

Magician? 

Check. 

(looking back to them and nodding) Um hmmmm. 

Anyways, I don't care how good a mechanic is, if he 

does get the fuckin parts, any parts -- new, used, all 
banged oi or what -- he can't get:them in there without the 
(bangs table) FUCKIN TOOLS! You stupid sonsabitches! | 
(sitting back imperiously) 


You're wrong. You're dead 


wrong. That's all there is to it. Say all you want! 


Well you (chokes trying to articulate) Jesus Christ 


listen to us! Me too. Jesus Christ just listen! 


PENTON. Common politeness what you lack. 

YESTERDAY (tilting back his chair and looking at the ceiling) 
We're so fuckin dumb! We sound so fuckin dumb! 

AM. News? 

PENTON. Well, alls I'm saying is -- 

YESTERDAY . (letting chair come forward with a thump) Penton 
Marshfeld, you never said a fuckin thing in your whole 
life. You own half the fuckin county and you'll’ prob- 
ably buy Ambassador to Spain or secretary of interior 
in a few years and you're nothin but a dumb fuck, honest 
to goodness dumb fuck! 

AM. No. 

PENTON. Dumb fuck huh? 

AM. No. 

_ PENTON. Dumb fuck? 
© AM. No way. 


YESTERDAY . Yes. 


AM. Not right. No how. 

PENTON. Well I'll tell ya about me. Therets one thing about me. 
Just one thing. Just one. 

AM. One. 

YESTERDAY . Well that's a number you both can count to anyways. 

PENTON. One! 

AM. Damn straight! 

YESTERDAY. Right! Dumb Fuck -- that's one. 

PENTON. (grasping the table and pushing himself up) I'm a Texan! 

AM. . You bet. 


& YESTERDAY. You're a dumb fuck. 


teed ouwe { 


PENTON. I may be a dumb fuck, I don't know, but I'm Texan first. 

AM. Right on. 

YESTERDAY. That so? Sit down. (PENTON sits) 

& PENTON . (muttering) I'm Texan first,..dumb fuck second. I 
don't care about nothing else. Other kind of talk is always 
shit. 
~There is a silence in which lights get dimmer. PENTON'S 
head falls forward; YESTERDAY sips, lights cigarette and 
smokes; AM resumes sitting, leans back in his chair and 
lightly snores, muttering from time to time: - 

AM. She gets Grand, I'm left Am. 
~Finally PENTON'S head slowly rises.- 

PENTON. (hoarsely) Dumb fuck huh? 


YESTERDAY. (offhand) Yeah, dumb fuck Texan. 


PENTON. (lurching up) Too far, you've gone too far. 

_ AM. I'm left Am. 
YESTERDAY. (getting up resignedly) What we gonna do? Fight again? 
PENTON. I ain't gonna fight no more cause last time you beat me. 


YESTERDAY. You're a Texan all right! 
PENTON. Damn straight. Am, wake the fuck up! Géd=took-your wife and 


haté the fuckin Pontiac! Now what you got round here for a weapon? 


AM. (head snapping down) It's enough...both of you. ‘Nuff! 
PENTON. Don't tell me what fuck's enough.. You're a fuckin employee 


is what you are! Get weapon! 
AM. . Get what I got. (gets up and goes behind bar) 
PENTON. Care to light cigarette or some fuckin thing whiles you 


got the chance? 


YESTERDAY. Nope, just gonna stand here laughing is all! 
@enr0n : (swaying) Stand!? Cowardly sonofabitch goin from side to 
| side. (AM hands PENTON a large awkward rifle over the 


bar.) Jesus H. Christ, where'd you get this piece? From 


PENTON (con't.) General Sherman? (The other men duck as he aims it 


| 
Y YESTERDAY. 


| PENTON. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


around the room on a high plane.) 

If you had a brain you'd scare yourself. 

Yeah yeah yeah. Heard it all before. Give him case of beer 
he can throw the bottles. Sporting chance. (AM complies) 
Take couple out get ready. (YESTERDAY does.) The rules! 
Now, I shoot you in the leg I give you ten thousand dollars 
in the balls a buck and a half. Kill you I '1l spring 

for the casket. You throw first. Wanna be madder than 

I am. (YESTERDAY warms up like a pitcher, throws the bot- 
tle at PENTON'S leg. In dodging it he falls down and the 
rifle explodes upward.) 


Careful you dumb sonofabitch, you almost hit me! And 


you other sonabitch why the hell you give me loaded weapon? ... 


Could of killed that other dumb sonabitch. One of you 
dumb sona...help me over to table. Take lil snooze. 

(They both lift him under the arms, drop him back into his 
chair.) 


(drifting off) Get me married...'fore kill somebody. 


4 


-End Scene One- 


SCENE TWO 

-Datmess in the Christmas Cafe. Occasional grunts and 

wheezes from PENTON who sleeps at the table. YESTERDAY 

'& sleeps atop the bar, his arms folded. Perhaps one string 
of the Christmas lights bubbles or blinks. There's a 
sort of night light at knee level.- 

AM. (off) Pontiac. 

~An explosion of noise a DAVROONI bursts in. He wears 

& woman's curly wig, blonde, drugstore cowboy clothing 

containing many metallic threads, and he wears spurs and 

cheap Vinyl boots -- these last two hopefully producing 

eerie, snake-like lighting effects, especially among 

the legs of the barstools. In dress and manner is a 
grotesque parody of a cowboy, even walks more bowlegged 

than PENTON. Of special note is an extraordinarily long 

and flashy bandanna; also a Vinyl shoulder bag.- 

PENTON. Get away! Get away! Snakes! Coming off his legs: 
(shrieks and snatches at himself to fling off imaginary 
snakes. YESTERDAY warily slides off the bar to face 
the stranger. Then AM appears behind him in old-fashion- 
ed underwear. He brandishes the old rifle which ends up 
in YESTERDAY'S back. 


PENTON. (stomping) Stomp on the fuckers!IYESTERDAY. (to AM) Yow! Will 
you get that fuckin 
thing out of me? 


Stomp em, em em! 


~AM drops the rifle and continues to push YESTERDAY toward 
; DAVROONI . - 
YESTERDAY. And get that damm old maniac into your bed and sit on 


© him! _ 


AM. But 2. 


YESTERDAY . 


PENTON . 


YESTERDAY. 


PENTON . 
DAVROONT . 


AM. 
YESTERDAY. 


DAVROONI. 


_ YESTERDAY. 


DAVROONT . 


YESTERDAY. 


’ DAVROONI. 


@yvesrenpay. 


DAVROONI . 


(screaming) Do what the fuck I tell you! Go oy .go on. 
~AM exits leading PENTON who is still stomping.- 

Gotta get the fuckers one by one or they'll strangle 

your whole bodyyyyyyyyyyyyyy! (AM pants as if on the 
verge of a heart attack.) 

Go on I tell you! I'll take care of this fella -- or 
whatever it is. 

(off) Don't let get! O0000000000000. (revulsion) Jesus! 
LONE STAR! Ah LONE STAR! (always says these words with 
intensest meaning) 

(off) We're closed! 

Yeah, it's a beer. 

It mdes nice noise: Lone Star! Lone Star! I could 
please to have drink one. (He takes his shoulder bag and 
dumps money on the bar. ) You too! For the drinking! 

If y'all insist. (goes back of bar) Leave me hit a 
light here...somewhere. Get the whole picture livin color 
Mmammmmmmmmmm (relishing) only two things got that kind of 
green smell -- and this ain't the one you smoke. 

(Light snaps up full.) My ain't you somethin! You musta 
fell outa Italian version of Tom Mix movie. Or been 
dragged. 

I do please for to be look... 

Yeah yeah, hold on I get these beers. Mouth feels like 
bearshit. (carefully putting bottles on bar) Don't 
wanna get your nice money damp. Sit down and take off 
ee hair. (He does.) You ain't one for jokes, I see. 
(slowly) I do please for to be look Yesterday. 

(tapping his chest) Lookin at him. Me me me! 


Good!. Is good! (holding up bottle) Ah Lone Star! 


DAVROONI (con't). Lone Star! (drinks in one draught) 


YESTERDAY. 
PENTON. 
YESTERDAY . 
AM. 
YESTERDAY . 
DAVROONI . 


YESTERDAY . 


DAVROONT . 


YESTERDAY. 
., DAVRONNI . 
“YESTERDAY. 


DAVROONT . 


YESTERDAY . 
DAVROONI . 


YESTERDAY. 


Pa 


Still gonna make it faster than you can drink it, little 
Buddy. 

(off.) Jesus! Jesus! First fuckin time goddamm D.T.'s 
get me. I'm gonna lay off the shit. That's it! Fuckin 
goddamm snakes everywhere. 

Although that old fool in there don't know it. 

Fine, Boss, fine. Just some weirdo. 

~DAVROONI shoves all the money to YESTERDAY.-= 

Want another, do you? 

No, is good. 

(holding up fistful of money) Hey! We gotta keep 
meetin here this way. 

(commanding). You make for me church! Church |. 

Fuck yeah I'll make you fuckin church! . 

Is good! (hands him a folded sheet of yellow par:r. 
(reading) Church of All. Mr. Avrun Davrooni. For the 
consideration, bullshit bullshit bullshit, Mr. etcetera 
etcetera more bullshit etce tera um hmmmm, um hmmmmm! 
Well, you done bought yourself piece of the Texas land 
boom. Congratulations! (shakes hand over bar) 

For thankings I --- 

Yeah, yeah, okay. Now where is lot...place...to make? 
(examining yellow paper) | 
(seizing end of paper and rattling it) Turn upon...make 
over. 

Gotcha! (He turns paper over) Well, well, ("gay" 
intonation as YESTERDAY would perceive it) I thee where 


Luke Roger Pender, Town Cwerk, has dwan a nicey-picey 


_ map. That gay rancero! 


24. 
DAVROONI. Find you? 


YESTEBDAY. Man; this is far out even for Texas! 


w DAVROONI . (smashing bar) Church of All! First! 
AM. (off) We're closed, goddammit! 
DAVROONI. Goddammit! (likes the way it sounds. ) 


YESTERDAY. Hush back there. Everything's okay. You got plan, 
blueprint? Mr. Goddammit? How you like? Huh? 

DAVROONI . Goddammit! 

YESTERDAY. How I buildee? 

DAVROONI. (shaking his head furiously) You you! (jabbing a finger 
into YESTERDAY'S chest) Everything you! (He slaps his 
wig back on and again furiously shakes his head.) You 
you, everything you! Goddammit! 

YESTERDAY. I get it. I'm a little shallow but I get it. 

DAVROONI . Me go! (He holds emply bottle up.) Lone Star! Lone 

&y Star! Poem. Poem. 

YESTERDAY. That so? Don't worry about me. I tend to agree with 
money. Lone Star is beer, is poem, is hymn - whatever 
you say. 

DAVROONI . (Insistent) Is poem! Lone Star! Poem! More money 


come! Goddammit! 


YESTERDAY. You see me objectin? 
~DAVROONI swaggers off as noisily as he came. YESTERDAY 
rushes to window as AM bolts from the back and goes to the 
bar. - 


YESTERDAY. Little monkey...got car looks like fuckin igloo. Whew! 


Drives it like fuckin hell! (rockily saws his hand back 
& and forth) This way and that! (turns back to AM who 


has been counting the money, furiously) Well I'll be triple 


y 


YESTERDAY (con't) fucked. I will just be triple fucked. 


PENTON. 


AM. 


YESTERDAY. 


AM. 


PENTON. 


YESTERDAY. 


(off) I can't fuckin breathe! They're on my face! 

Count two thousand...all hundreds. 

(going to AM) Maybe he read El Paso paper bout that little 
Mexican grocery I did. Drunk for a week and I painted it 
every color of the rainbow. Primitive artist, paper said, 
some such shit. 

Don't know anything! 

(gagging) 

(to PENTON while holding up handful of money) Why 


don't you just fuckin up and die? 


-End of Scene Two- 


NEW YORKER. 


SCENE THREE 


-The NEW YORKER sits on a folding aluminum lawn chair, the 
type with arms. His hands, since he's a craftsman 

should be thrust forward and highlighted. He is 

dressed in khaki slacks and a cheap nylon windbreaker. 

A folded-up wheelchair either stands or leans 

against something. 

Armpit. Cowboy said back at a little cafe. Seems... 
months ago. Criscrossing this...armpit after a religious 
faker, this great Davrooni she read about in some 
(chuckles) insane newspaper mailed from -- I don't know -- 
Arkansas or someplace. Jeez! He cured cancer. cured 
Big C. (sarcastic) Uh huh. She'll seach for anything. 
Desperate people will. And I'll go along. What the 

hell. Bad arrangment all round. What can you expect? 
Count my own breaths thinking about it. She's always 
struggling for just one more. If she would only eat! 
(laughs) Then that chili they serve around here'd 

killed her by now. All day in the van I listen for a 
weather report. They don't even bother, just play the hill- 
billy music. Weather always the same, tear your clothes 
off in daytime: sun goes down chill goes through you makes 
everything ache. And the smell's like garbage-- all the 
crap baking from the day. I don't know though, lot of the 
smell' s what comes out of her. Hey! It's a bad 
arranyement ! (musing) Kids at school bringing me wood: 


"Hey, Mr. Roser how bout this for coffee: table?" No 


NEW YORKER (con't). way, I tell them. Look at the grain, feel along 
there. It's a bad arrangement. Chicken-fried steaks, 
yuk! Give em to the Russians. We just could walk in 
there then. (laughs) Bring out all the Jews. Yeah. 
In the van all day pounding down these rotten roads 
and: listening to the adenoidal hillbilly howling, and her 
Squeaking about her guru, the marvelous Davrooni she 
never met. And when you. gotta step to piss you gotta eat 
this shit, this chili, and chicken-fried steaks. Fart 
all dae ie the night. Gas and heat. Gasheat. Yuk. 
But the people are friendly. They're friendly. Seem to 
be anyway. Kid more than they should. Lot of kidding. 
Too much of that shit...kinda pulls life out of shape. 
Jewish. Hey! Maybe they're a lost tribe of Israel. 
(amused) They could use a culture here. That sky! 
Rancid! Like...her body. Don't even look at the sky 
in Queens. Shop in the basement. Swirl of grain in the wood. 
Sometimes wanna dive right in it's so beautiful. Sawdust 
smellllll! -° But there's the school. Trouble in paradise-- 
oh yeah! Only mugged the once. English holds record. 
(smiles) Kids generally like shop. (demonstrates) Afro 
hair Bau te here. Shaking more than me. "Give me the 
money-, man, no mother-~fuckin jive! Give me money you 
Jew cocksucker! (voice rises shrilly) I'll cut more than 
they clopped off your jew @ock motah fuckin jew cocksucker! Hi 
..-Dignity of man. Then my hero speech I almost gave. . 
You're welcome to the money but I resent...(feeling his 

& ; face) seventeen stitches. His fists! Blue steel hammers. 


His fists!. Then Dr. Abrams. "I resent giving my time be- 


NEW YORKER (con't.) cause of such juvenile behavior. " No, bravado 


he called it. So charge me by the stitch! He's not bad. 


What the hell! Mops up the bad arrangements. He can 
iv have it. And all for a Lincoln Continental and the 
Fountainbleau. Everyday he smells things like what 
comes out of her in there. God knows what else. They 
couldn't pay me enough. She dies in this hole I'll put 
her on ice and drive back. (laughs) I mean it and half 
mean it. Brains gone with the heat. Then (sighs) go to 
her family like a stranger, way I come to it. Irish 
Catholic-- mean as catshit. Mad cause she married a 
Jew. Even more mad at her cause she went Methodist, 
then Baptist, then...there were so many I don't remember 
~-and the newspapers and magazines got wilder and wilder. 
Cures and Gedillacgs to those who give. Then she read 
& about this Dyvrooni. Church of All. Send for the cassette. 
Twelve bucks. For a good cause, right? Sounded like two 
skeletons fucking on a tin roof, him screeching his five 
words of English for encouragement. Then she had to fol’ - 
low him. So I got a sabbatical. (shrugs) Good enough 
reason: a trip to death. Whaddayawant? Another course 
at Columbia? Tried to hook up withhim in Waycross, Georgia 
, then some hole in Arkansas where everybody scratched 
their balls and grunted. Except the women. They always 
hugged themselves across their scrawny tits. His home 
church, but there was a eunetaen notice when we got there. 
Church: of All! And people believe that shit! Wife thinks 
he's a saint. She'll be seeing others before long. I 
. did catch up to him. Some nowhere place where my left front 


blew. The guy putting on a new tire I...walk back of the 


NEW YORKER (con't) station, field where they throw all the old tires. 
(Light comes up on DAVROONI, shown as stated) There's 
Davrooni in a damm psychodelic cowboy suit sitting on a 
pile of tires screaming to about seven Puerto Ricans. 
Wavin and whirlin his arms all around with with with with 
dollar bills between all his fingers. Went back get the 
wife but the guy’ had jacked the van way up. Right then I 
get paralyzed. Couldn't ask the guy to let her down. 

Sick with the uselessness of it all. Like there was some 
hope if she never found Davrooni. Yeah. Well. Bad 
arrangement and I'm ure of it. I did tell Ket later. 

She said she knew he was there, that he came to her in a 
vision and said.: " Never forever forget. " (self disgust) 
We fight about what it means. Qoooops, there I go again. 
Farting and farting. It's what they got for romance here. 
Hey, it's really not that bad. Just before dark there's 
a kind of ribbon of light like you've never seen, reds 
and purples and golds kinda mixing and jumping. And it's 
sort of stretchy, the time, lasts...(puzzled) longer 
than it is. I drink a tea with honey and watch everything 
darken and a breeze comes up and makes everything smell 
sweet. And I feel all right. (staring at audience) 


I feel all right. 


-End of Scene Three- 


YESTERDAY. 


SCENE FOUR 
-Almost literally nowhere. Brilliant illumination. 
There are some picks and shovels, a few cinder blocks, 
a miscellaneous pile of wood. A large piece of canvas 
covers the inevitable cases of Lone Star. Two water cans 
stand next to the canvas. YESTERDAY enters carrying 
an opened bag of lime. He walks around pouring the out- 
line of the prronvosed building.- 
(yelling to MARINE,off) Here is gonna be the end for the 
preacher -~ pulpit, altar or whatnot. Rectangle, nothin 
fancy, but workin back from here (walking) we gonna get 
somethin like triangle but (leaning his body) c-urving. 
(drops bag) Now if we was to take this same shape, 
(becoming intense) put it on end, round some things off. 
(He tries to show a sort of vertical triangular out- 
line with his hands.) Well, somethin like this. I 
ain't seein it yet. Takes time. I see that picture of 
opera house in Australia, Marine. Wild ass, but too 
tame for me. THIS IS FUCKIN GONNA KNOCK YOUR EYES OUT! 
I'll get to the library El Paso again too, read about boat 
buildin...bendin wood. Oh oh! (shading his eyes) A 
cloud of dust and and and and uhhhhhhhhhhh....why that's 
our little Ay-rab or whatever fuck he is, and tearin here 
with more money I suspect. You get on some shorts of some- 
thin out of the pickup! Dumb cowboys leave all kinds of 
things. Mr. Davrooni's a religious man and religious 
man don't like you to flaunt your wing-wang. (intense., 
to himself) Now let's see here now: preacher...(walks— 
to right portion) stand bene at this end, congregation on 


a bitty curve (leans body) and the ceiling should (throwing 


YESTERDAY (con't) arms wildly up) fly, fly! 
-The sound of screecning brakes and scattering gravel. 
MARINE and DAVROONI enter from opposite sides. The 

& MARINE is extremely well-built andwears tight floral 

| bathing trunks. He grins outrageously. 

YESTERDAY. Good boy, I think. 
~When DAVROONI spots the MARINE he drops his shoulder 
bag, grabs a fistful: of bills, runs at the MARINE with 
a shriek. The MARINE turns and runs. They exit briefly. 
Enter again to run around the beer, DAVROONI, waving the 


money. His wig flies off and YESTERDAY retrieves.~ 
YESTERDAY. Get you some epoxy for this here wig. (He takes it over 


to the canvas, gets out a Lé ne Star, pops the tab, sits 
down to watch.) Fuckin foreigners...always boys first. 
(the winded DAVROONI collapses next to him.) 
DAVROONI . (after YESTERDAY passes him the beer and he takes 
& a huge draught) Is how...you say? Saint. Saint! 

YESTERDAY. Yeah , Vietnam made him holy. 

DAVROONI . In my country...must to ...give money...this ..person. 

YESTERDAY. Yeah, well in my country ae Get too many of em for that. 
(a beat) Lord was real generous to Texas. 

DAVROONI . (holding up can) Ah Lone Star! Lone Star! Goddammit.! 

YESTERDAY. That duh-us turn you on, don't it? Don't do bad for me 
neither. 

DAVROONI. © More money...bring. 

YESTERDAY. Noticed. Well come on up here. Gonna show you what+all 
you bought so far. (pulls him up; claps wig on DAVROONI'S 
head; they walk a short distance; MARINE enters and fol - 

w lows, keeping out. of DAVROONI's line of sight.) 
YESTERDAY. In this part people sit. (sinks down a bit to demonstrate. 


Get it. (DAVROONI nods vigorously.) See? It's a curve. 


YESTERDAY (con't) (curves his hand) Now if we was to take the floor, 
put it on end, round it off. (Again trying to show the 


structure with his hands. ) Like a rounded triangle but 


vu this here side (pointing with his chin) is gonna dip in 
a little. 
DAVROONI . (shrugging) You! You! Everything you! 


YESTERDAY. I know me me! But I'm just tryin to show you. (a beat) 
If you could speak English you'd be as thick as the 
old man. Hell, I could teach ya Texan in thirty seven 
seconds. Start with fuck...end with it too. 

DAVROONI . I for to please not understand. 

YESTERDAY. Never mind. Let's get over here to the piece of re- 
sistance. (points to the floor) See you stand in that 
part, do your own weird preachin. (windmills arms to dem- 

onstrate). 
& DAVROONI. Good! (entering the area and turning around to face 
YESTERDAY. ) | 

YESTERDAY. You like? Huh? Got some more ideas about that part too. 
Gonna get me some pretty stone, Mexico. Gotta go there 
anyways. (YESTERDAY absently starts entering the des- 

ignated area but DAVRONNI pushes him lightly away.) 
Anytime I really want something, gotta go Mexico. 
DAVROONI pushes him slightly harder.) Hey! What in 
thehell you---? 

DAVROONI . Holy! Is holy! Is here holy! Goddammit! 

YESTERDAY. Well I'll be triple fucked. Holy! Look I gotta get 
‘in there sometime. For making, building (sort of builds 
wall with hands) Comprehende? 

hy ; -DAVROONI smiles but continues to hold YESTERDAY off 
until, smiling more widely, he evidently has an idea. He 


steps demonstrably out of the "holy" area, turns YES~ 


» 


& 


DAVROONI. 


YESTERDAY. 


DAVROONI . 


YESTERDAY. 


1ENVAF Garr LO Lace one sur. — 
SUN! 

I noticed. 

-~Then DAVROONI removes his long, splashy bandanna, ties 
it around YESTERDAY'S neck, mumbling incoherently, then 
he shouts joyously. 

AnLAH! Ah-LAH! Ah-LAH! Allah Billy-or! Allah Billy-or! 
(He kisses YESTERDAY leads him into the holy rectangle, 
kisses him again, whirls and snappily exits.) (off) 
Goddammit ! 

~-YESTERDAY pulls off the bandanna very slowly, looks dumb- 
founded. the MARINE comes close and YESTERDAY repeatedly 
snaps the bandanna at him. He squeals whenever hit. 
Sound of DAVROONI'S car flinging gravel. 

I'll get you good! Go get me a fuckin hat to pass. 

I done finally become a preacher! Quadruple fucked! 

(Now he rolls all over the ground, snatching up money.) 
Ah-LAH! Ah-LAH! Ah-LAH! He gonna getcha! He gonna 
getcha if ya don't stop whorin and lyin and rippin folks 
off and generally bein a Texan! (laughs hysterically; 
MARINE runs away shrieking. (stops laughing) Poor 


chicken Marine. You ain't used to people yet!. 


~End Scene Four- 


SCENE FIVE 


~Ranch house interior. Spanish Provincial furniture include 
= setee and chair. The best and most tasteful rugs, paintings, 
tapestries. PENTON wears a short silk smoking ieee A 


BILLY. 


cashmere slacks, is smoking a long green cigar. 


PENTON.. Maria! Tell the officers to come on along in. (He 
is very precisely pouring a quite short ': bourbon as 
Billy, other ranger, enter) Well Billy, where you been? 

BILLY. (soaked with sweat, carrying clipboard) Fighting crime, 
Penton, fighting crime. 

PENTON. Lonely work and dry. (motioning to table) 

BILLY. (The other ranger is moving towards the table but stops 
when he hears BILLY) Thank you kindly, Penton, but 
we're on duty. 

PENTON. Well I just took me about sixteenth of an inch here cause 
a mighty unusual thing happened to me last time I really 
drank. (looking up through the liquor) Fuckin outer 
space cowboy crawlin with snakes. And that's a fact. 

BILLY. You should be a cop. So many unusual things happen. 

re you don't know if you're drinkin or not. 

© .20N z Where my manners? Sit down, boys. (the rangers sit 
; together on the setee) 

BILLY. Thank you kindly. 

RANGER. Yes. 

PENTON. Now what's all this about? Maria tried to tell me but 
when she's excited she only talks Spanish, and it comes 
out like a cow pissn on a flat rock. (Shaking cigar in 
agitated manner) 

BILLY. Nothing whatever to‘worry about, Penton, just a polite 
call. : 

PENTON. Well, I always treasure your politeness, Billy, your 

. high degree of common politeness. 

BILLY. Thank you. Appreciate that from you, Penton. Mighty 
nice. . 

RANGER. Should we--? (while making move to get up to leave) 

Oh excuse me, Penton. This here's Ranger Ickerson. 


“(The other ranger selfconsciously raises himself a. 


BILLY (con't) ‘touple of inches, but waits until PENTON comes over to 
him. They shake hands.) 
PENTON. Pleasure son, but ya ought to meet an old man halfway. 
BILLY. Listen to him old! Nonsense! Wears out one woman 
7 after another...just a joke Penton. 


PENTON. (returning to bar table) Oh course, Billy. Now what's 
this business all about? 
BILLY. Just that a fella cracked up on your ranch, hit hole 


or somethin, rolled over lots of times. Could practically 
put that little car in an orange crate. From what I could 
see in there, looks like some sorta spick fairy. (pause 

as he assumes sick expression) If you ask me this part of 
Texas is going to shit. Fuckin glad I don't have a daughter. 
Course it's state matter. Police. But since: your 
mechanic--- 


PENTON. Slippery? 
BILLY. (readying) S. Landers Fawnk. 
RANGER. Fawnk? (giggles) 
PENTON. (slightly scolding) Man's name's his name. (RANGER pouts.) 
BILLY. Well, since he pulled the vehicle into your courtyard 
& with one of your trucks, I just wanted to tell you what 


we're about. . 

PENTON. Again Billy, I'm quite appreciative. You and I go way 
back together and you always know that if there's any way 
I can help you, in your career or otherwise--- (emphas- 
ises point with cigar) 


BILLY. Well thank you very kindly, Penton. 
RANGER. (getting up) Cap, shouldn't we--? 
BILLY. Well I'll tell you what, son. Gotta write a description 


of that vehicle and pry body out. Pretty hard work. 
Penton won't mind you use some of his boys. (hands him 
clipboard) Anyways, when I lean down I fart. That 
there's bad for the Rangers' public relations. I think-- 
it if's all the same with you -- I'll just go off duty 
right about now, enjoy a snort with an old friend. 


RANGER . Right! . 
BILLY. Right! Now if you need any help, y'all come back, hear? 
Wiiiccn. (exiting) Check and double check! (PENTON has gotten the 


bottle and an additional glass, goes over to sit with BILLY 


on setee.) 


SO. 
PENTON. - You just help yourself, Billy. We-uns gonna do some old 


fashioned Texas-style drinkin! 


BILLY. How far we go with that Texas-style drinkin, Penton? 
@eenton. Why just till our assholes weld shut. (They laugh) 
BILLY. Actually, is a situation with the Rangers I would like 


to talk about. Béefi a long time since I got me any pro- 
motion and-- (RANGER enters) 

RANGER. Hey you got a guy runnin out there jaybird naked! 

PENTON. That's the marine. He's simple. Marial Get the marine 
into the kitchen helpin you! 

RANGER. He oughta leave that thing University of Texas. There's 


doctors like to look at that! 


BILLY. What in the hell you jawin on? 
PENTON. Cock...you could use for a springboard in your swimmin 
pool. 
ee (yells)...You kids be sure to wipe the sand off-n your 


feet, hear? (BILLY and PENTON laugh, PENTON slapping 
BILLY'S knee. The RANGER looks impatient for 
them to stop.) 

BILLY. Is there anything else, Ranger Ickerson? I mean we 
don't generally arrest simpletons for indecent exposure 
when they run around their own domiciles way far from any 
city. 

RANGER. Right! But, boy! He he he should leave that thing Univer- 

sity of Texas! (exits muttering) That there's 


exposure takes the cake. 


BILLY. (a beat) The younger men. That's what you get. (PENTON 
nods. ) 
Chevron. (creaking up) Let me see I can help them out. 


BILLY. Don't bother Penton. Not your worry. (easing him back 


BILLY (con't) 


PENTON. 


& 


BILLY. 


PENTON. 


BILLY. 


RANGER. 


BILLY. 


YESTERDAY. 
RANGER. 


RENTON. 


YESTERDAY. 


down before he gets fully up) 

That almost felt like the last time. Gotta get me 
married pretty soon. Keeps my mind busy. ..among 

other things. 

Maybe Bis could get you a cock transplant (if) that 
creature out there dies. 

Now that's one hell of an idea, but right now let's 

keep talking about something else needs a cock transplant, 
Texas politics. (toasts) You was tellin me? 

Yeah, well here's the situation the way I see it. Been 
captain twelve years. Now I never went to college, 
Penton. But hell when I signed on nobody went to college. 
In fact---(Looks up and sees entering RANGER) What you back 
for? Find a woman to match that man? 

Nosir, but a fella come along and identified that other 
thing when we got it outa that car. (reading) Av-runt 
Davrooni, highest priest of the high mystical rich 

Church of All, universal who-zit and whatnot in the 

Lone Star, ...uh, universe. 

You fuckin giddy from the sun? 

-~YESTERDAY stumbles in. He's wearing silky and expensive 
but thoroughly wrinkled-westerncalit and has DAVROONI's 
blonde wig stuck on his head. Now he snatches off the 
wig and flings it, throwing his arms stiffly upward like 
a deranged prophet) 

Repent! You rubbed-raw pricks! 

(pointing to wig) That there's evidence! 

Yesterday, where in blazes did you go with my Cadillac? 
(to BILLY) Gone better part of a week) . 


(arms now out to the side, hands imploringly up) She 


YESTERDAY(con't). got every penny, every fuckin penny. I was leavin 


© 


PENTON. 


BILLY. 


RANGER . 
BILLY. 
ENTON. 


BILLY. 


BILLY. 
PENTON. 
BILLY. 
PENTON . 


BILLY. 


Menton : 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY . 


YESTERDAY. 


I said, hey Honey, you left me about a nickel here. 

She give me this nice smile (smiles), took fuckin nickel 
too. (scraping at PENTON'S hand, then stumbling rapidly 
back.) Get back here, what...find? My religious... - 
foundation...shot to shit! 

Mexico! My cowboys can't take it in Mexico. They 

go batty as shithouse rats! 

Don't ‘sociate me with your stupid fuckin cowboys, 

I'm a fuckin artist, you stupid fuck Texan! Artist! 

Now that's enough of that! I'm for stoppin that 

right now! (Grunting, attempting to rise though 
PENTON'S arm bars the way.) This artist! 

(grunts and snorts to imitate pig sounds. ) 

Should I custody him Sir? 

Should you what? 

Get him to the kitchen. 

Ranger Ickerson, you think you could possibly work 

this lonesome cowboy towards the kitchen. (As YESTERDAY 
rubber-legged, give RANGER ICKERSON the middle finger 

in many creative variations he is relentlessly 
pressured ef tdach RANGER is unable to touch him. 
RANGER and YESTERDAY exit.) 

Make a nice couple. 

Look at shit like that enough you figure it's time to die. 
All I see - our animal side. 

Christ! 

Why now...let's us not knock it completely. 
Not whiles I got a knock left. 


(souni of flyswatter) Hey! No! Stop! stingly stingly. 


YESTERDAY (con't) 


BILLY. 


Qrenrton. 


BILLY. 
PENTON, 
BILLY. 
PENTON. 
BILLY. 
PENTON. 
BILLY. 


PENTON. 


BILLY. 


& 


BILLY. 


PENTON. 


BILLY. 


PENTON. 


NEW YORKER. 


BILLY. 


‘NEW YORKER. 


Wenron : 


BILLY. 


0000000-ahhhhhhh stingly stingly! 

If that there's police brutality, I never heard 
it take on that noise before. 

(laughs) That's just Maria set on him. 

With what? 

Flyswatter. 

Flyswatter! And he the Marlboro man? 

Almoss. 

Thought he even had tatoos on his prick. 

Be interestin gettin em took off. (More flyswatter) 
Penton, these new cowboys are sugarplums. 

Billy, I'm beginning to feel safe with you.. No 
outer space cowboys gonna get me is they? 

Penton, believe me, the ones you got is outer spaced 
enough. (PENTON and BILLY laugh. Then there is a 
Silence as PENTON sips. ) 

When's the next show? Believe I'll stay. 


Beginning immediately looks like. 


(Nods to NEW YORKER 


entering; disassociated, dirty, soaked with sweat, wear- 


ing too-tight balloon shirt, badly-cut doubleknit slacks.) 


Yep, old clothes man's here. 


I should bring back YESTERDAY, peel that there suit off 


him. 
(pointing outside) 
by opulence) Jeez but that's a lovely table! 


What's on it ain't so bad neither. 


The other officer he...said (shocked 


(to PENTON) Do you mind? (goes over to table and starts 


feeling it): 
It's not my wife. 


Got legs like mine. 


& 


NEW YORKER. 
PENTON. 


NEW YORKER. 


PENTON. 


NEW YORKER. 


BILLY. 
PENTON. 
NEW YORKER. 
BILLY. . 
NEW YORKER. 


PENTON. 


NEW YORKER. 


PENTON. 


BILLY. 


40 
Just exquisite. Almost makes this horrible day 


all right. 

You, uh, got connection with that fella killed 
or somethin? 
In a manner of speaking. My wife worshipped him. 
(Strides towards window, |as PENTON goes towards 
table) She's out there row rolling back and forth 
in her damn whecighein: telling the cops and cow- 
boys how to...assemble the body. It's gruesome. 
-PENTON has poured him half a tumbler, Slaps it 
into his hand) 
I been forgettin common politeness. 

Whew! Many thanks. Been driving hot-as-hell van 


about twenty hours straight trying to find...that 


mess out there now...once was Davrooni. 

Well he ain't gonna get away from you now. 

A tragic tragic thing ! 

A bad arrangement. I never seen... 

You should be a cop. See worse than that every day 
I couldn't stand it. 

Y'all better sit down anyways. 


q 


-NEW YORKER sits into chair.- 
Thanks fer all your...I'm all in even though I'm 
glad it's over. Shouldn't we properly introduce 


-ourselves? I'm... 


Don't worry bout that shit. We do it by drinkin. 
Sorry Penton but gotta stop party one minute. 
(to NEW YORKER) I'm not clear on your relation- 


ship with the deceased. Is he a relative? 


NEW YORKEB. 


BILLY. 


NEW YORKER. 


BILLY. 


PENTON. 


No no just one of these religious quacks my wife be- 
lieved in. She thought that when we found him--- 
Maybe can keep him if you want. (When) we get 
through we'll roll him right up next the spare. 
(PENTON and BILLY laugh.) 

(groaning) Oh my God, ,doesn't anyone say anything 
straight down here? 

I don't rightly know. Pent, can yall say something 
straight for us? 


Money. 


-~-End of SCENE FIVE --~ 


YESTERDAY. 


SCENE SIX 


~Same as Scene Three. Stripped to the waist, 
YESTERDAY teeters on a cinderblock. He drinks 

a can of Lone Star, smokes a cigarette, which 

he flips away after a few seconds. 

(to MARINE’ who is off, and in a parody of his 
usual accent) Well I'll be dag-busted! Is that 
there what I think that there is2 (shades his 
eyes with his free hand) Mr. Davrooni's ghost 

has done returned or it's another maniac aene got 
aloose on the dusty roads of Mother Texas. (drops 
the accent parody here) Marine! Jump | Into 
truck! That car's gonna hit somethin! Besides, 

it looks like a pink Fury, and y'all gotta look out 
for pink Furies--give you trouble you ain't thought 
of. I'd go hide myself by I ain't got as much to 
lose as you. (sound of flying gravel and of a | 
slight impact. YESTERDAY toats the offstage scene) 
I was right. Got our auxillary pile. Gonna have 
some bruised cans of beer. 

-ANN enters. She is dressed in a sort of clown 
clothing, and is made up somewhat like a clown-- 


the implication being that this is a recent style. 


The material is polka-dotted and silky. She wears 


a blouse with raglan sleeves a mini skirt resembling 
a little girl's Pinafore, and turned-up shoes: 
She carries a green atache case, looks down at the 


ground until quite near YESTERDAY. ) 


ANN. (breathless) Oh I'm se dreadfully sorry! I do 
‘hope I didn't harm your equipment. 
YESTERDAY. (getting up to look past her) Don't see no foan. 
© ANN. Oh? Well...I see...(still trying to catch her 
breath) I'm looking (She's a bit delirious, trying 
to get her voice to focus)...for Mr. Yesterday? 
Mr...Marshfeld told me at the ranch to ask at the 
cafe and Mr. “Am?. --gave me.. .directions | here. . 
“Over the overpass, under the underpass..." The 
car baking! I've been driving for hours, literally 
hours! 
YESTERDAY. He should've sent you over the moun-tane. 
ANN. Whatever. (staggers slightly) I've been lost and 
lost! 
YESTERDAY. Me too. You advance man for some circus or some- 
thing? | | 
Gy ANN. I made a dreadful mistake wearing these clothes 
down heres (wiping her brow upward with the back 
of her hand) They're fine for Boston, but --- 
YESTERDAY. I see ge the cover of Newsweek in the ranch 
office. Pretty blond fella sellin tickets ata 
circus and all these skinny models prancin round. 
CLOWNS EVERYWHERE CLOWNS! (mock amazement) How 
they think of things like that anyways? 
ANN. | (snappish) I couldn't say.. My god it must be 
two hundred degrees here. 


YESTERDAY. At least. 


ANN. (drifting) These clothes...warm. 
Ge YESTERDAY. Don't worry. You ain't the first clown I see in 
Texas. 


ANN. (startled, then blinking at something she sees 


ANN (con't) 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 
YESTERDAY . 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


but can't believe) I...can't get my eyes to focus 
_..this whiteness! I'm sorry but I...(fall against 
him and he grabs her, but she recovers instantly) 


Oh I'm so sorry. Forgive me. 


‘Strange way to meet a body, even in Texas. 


This heat! (She hugs her attaché case, as if that 
would keep her from fainting. From behind the case 
little halfmoons of orange rouge seem to peck be- 
yond YESTERDAY. Her eyes pop.) I did see what I 
saw! My God! (covers her whole face for an instant) 


Don't mind the marine. He's inncoent. 


(Easing the case down) Weli he doesn't look innocent. 


Don't know what to do with all his innocence. (licks 
his hand and pats his hair in iese) 

Well I cannot stay until he puts some pants on, 

uh trousers, if, uh, you are Mr: Yesterday. 

Guilty. 

Oh my God...can't tell reality from hallucination. 
About the same here. 

This heat! White smoke! Like what came from the 
car...stupid thing supposed to make you cold? 
Uh...air conditioner. How can you stand...it? 
I...(shaking her head) shouldn't be babbling 

on like this! 

Marine! Get into your pretty bathin suit. Poste 
Haste! Double time! Fast! (While he is ferociously 
kicking at the dirt to underline his directions to 
the MARINE, she is opening her case, delicately 
balanced on her knee. She fishes out a card and 
hands it to YESTERDAY as the MARINE materializes 


in the whiteness, stuffed into the floral bathing 


suit. YESTERDAY moveS Une Cara arounu 4155 Vis ysais 
until he can read it. ) 

YESTERDAY. Sack-ra-so-see-its. Selling paper bags is you? 

ANN. Pardon? (wipes her face with trembling hand) 
Uh...no...uh...I:see. You are reading it as the... 
it's not pronounced bags, I mean sack...the first 
part. Say-cra-ssociates. It's short for Sacred 
Associates. Say say first. 

YESTERDAY. Si si. 

ANN. (downbeat) Funny. 

YESTERDAY. (reading) "Services to religious leaders and in- 
stitutions. Ann Laurel Finn, Representative." 
Sensational ! 

ANN. (guarded) Well, you see, Mr. Yesterday, our 
Organization advises religious groups and individuals 
as to financial matters. (She gets somewhat chipper.) 
Investments, funding and the like. 

YESTERDAY. Miracle plastic roofs slow down? 

ANN. (Pseudo bright) Pardon? 

YESTERDAY. Nothin. (mutters) If yeu telephone right now, we send 
set of genuine dishes. , 

ANN. You see, Mr. Yesterday, the reason I'm here is that 
Sacrassociates --- 

YESTERDAY. Name,I say name,drags glass through my whole body. 

ANN. Well I'm sorry. We don't mean it to be personal. 

YESTERDAY. Gotta be. Everything. 

ANN. I I I ITI know I must be crazy, but it seems vet hotter 
here than by the car. . | 

YESTERDAY. Closer to the sun. 

ANN. (sickly grin) I'm beginning to see--- 


YESTERDAY. Never too late, wise men say. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY . 
ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


You're a sort of Texas League Will Rogers. 
(YESTERDAY holds up his wrists) 

See the rope burns. ( The MARINE emits some kind of 
choked gutteral laugh-~before this he had only smiled 
and bobbed up and down.) 

Well I'm afraid that there simply isn't enough time to 
savor your frontier humor although I'm glad to see that 
your friend does. 

He's crazy, not stupid. 

(arch) On to business if you don't mind: Mr. Davrooni, 
through Mr. Lance Aarth... 

That name sounds like puking. 

(rushing on to ignore him; staggering a little too) 

my boss, signed on withSacrassociates exactly one week 
before his tragic death. 

A trejic tragic thing:! (imitating PENTON) 

We...uh...were at first to acquire sites, uh, after this 
one, for his churches, starting in the Southwest. 
Couldn't buy a ham sandwich. (She staggers; her .. 
voice rises.) 
Mr. Aarth: is ...contact with our client's widow in 
Lahore. (She is grabbing his arm.) 
That in France? (She is pulling down on his arm.) - 
I’m oi hete.auaook at any contract+~- 


Shit. 


And furthermore--+ 


Furthermore shit. 


(hissing) I'm not going to stand here--- 
That's right. (He stéps away and her knees swivel 


down slowly until she pitches face forward. As she 


falls he thrusts his arms up.) 


YESTERDAY . 


Mr. Lance Aarth couldn't buy a ham sandwich but 

this fuckin church is goin up! (His arms seem to fall 
without his willing it, and he muses over her body 

for a moment.) Marine! Take her under the canvas 
over there (pointing offstage in the direction she had 
entered from) and pour a Lone Star down her every 


once in a while. Keep her from dehydrating. And 


better tear off that silly bathin suit before she does. 


(MARINE picks her up, carries her off Tarzan-style. ) 


You'd have it made now if you had all your connections, 


cause that kind of woman's an interestin hobby. 


(A series of frustrated grunts from MARINE: ) 


--End of SCENE SIX-— 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY . 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. . 


me, | SCENE SEVEN 

-Later that day. YESTERDAY is seen kicking beercans. ~-! 

ANN issemi-sitting but asleep on a canvas covered 

pile. There is a pile of wood in one corner. 

Seven, eight, nine, ten: ~--- what kills the rest of 

that case an@ ‘bout half catches you up to me, Hon, 
(yelling) Ann! Ann who-gee-woo-gee! ‘Laurel Finn! 

Ann Lawel Finn! 

(eyes still closed) Where's King King? 

Sent him yonder for something. (keeps pointing to 

horizon until one of her eyes open slightly.) 

Yonder! 

(whispers) He is the kind of thing dreams are made of. 
(much louder) And I'm going to have to send myself out of 

here. I'm dreadfully sorry to impose myself like this. 
(She sits up and blinks and blinks, one eye sticking 
from time to time.) 

You was gonna go about an hour ago. Crawled out from 

under there and went about two feet, then fell right where 

you're at. 

Not much progress. (Holding her head in her hands) 

Oh my God I'm all fuzzed in, fogbound in Texas. 

How on earth---! 

You sucked up a lot of beer. (pointing around at the 

cans) 

(rubs her face as if removing spider webs) But I 

don't remember even drinking one. 

Lotsa people don't. A memory's a funny thing. 

I must be losing my mind from this hellish heat. 


Hadda give it to you, beer, keep you from dehydrating. 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY . 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. - 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


Ever hear of water? 

Use it keep the canvas wet, cool the beer. 
We (rubbing her face vigorously) seem to have different 
values. 

Hope not. 

Oh God I feel like I came here last year or Biectning. 

I can hardly remember why I did. Must be jet lag or or or 
er culture shock, besides the beer. (quite frightened) 
OQo00000000 I'm getting scared! (looking dartingly around) 


Relax. You're fine. 


‘(Shifting around as if to get a foothold to push off 


from) I can't stay here. Must go. I can't possibly -- 


You're safe. Don't worry. 

That's just what I'm doing, worrying. You want to see 
somebody worry you just look at me! 000000000000. 
Hush. (stepping closer to give her 4 start) 

You want another beer? 

(shakes.. head furiously, then speaks in a depressed way) 
Oh God what a place this is. 


(suddenly shrill) What a 


place this is! This Texas is like a vacant lot in 
hell. Rabbits and old tires and rusty cans and runt 
weeds with dust an inch thick, This Texas is a mess! 
Whole state looks like a vacant lot in hell! No offense. 
Only the good parts. 

Anhd, if I'm remembering ...cogently...in the company of 

a rurel comedian and she (can't resist saying it) what my 
roommate would call a well-endowed hunk. I'm giddy! 
Down-down giddy! (gigaves) 
Should've. sent the roommate. 
Don't make those kinds of jokes. 


If I'm ever serious, I'm serious now. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY . 
ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


But you're never serious and they're not jokes 

either, they're exit cues -- this time for sure. 

One hero (trying to rise) -ic effort (she falls 

back, now whispers) and I'm out of here. — 

That's what they thought at the Alamo. 

(pause, then she summons the effort to pronounce 
crisply) That fell; I'm not about to. 

Girl, think all the wrong things and right away! 

We ain't like that in Texas. We just ain't. 

Uh huh. 

Don't run off now. Be back in a second. 

Run? Im having trouble just breathing. (He exits 

to the other pile of beer.) This is beginning to look 
like a cheap movie. Where's the motorcycle? I've got 
to motor out of here...can't get my head together. 
(shouts) This heat! Why didn't it stop when I was out? 
(off) Because it's the Big Heat! Big Heat don't stop. 
You live in it, live in its rhythm. (enters tossing her 
a can of beer) This helps. 

(rubbing it slowly on her forehead.) Ahhhhhhhh, yes it 
does, but not what's inside. That funks you in, weakens 
you. Oh God am I ever sick! seeing big blotches. Yuk! 
Don't like Big Heat? (sits beside her) 

(stiffens) I always faint. Once a day. 

Place called Korea, Yalu River, twenty-one below 

zero. Dreamed about the Big Heat oh myyyyyyyyy 

Afraid I'd never swing with it again. 

Swing with it? It beats you down, pounds you! Swing! 
(Throws his head back to let the sun hit his face) 

It's you and you're it--if you want. Like anything 


else. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


Well you can have it.. I'm not a mystic or sun freak 
and I haven't had as much beer. 

(takes her beer from her, pops the tab) Be my guest. 
I absolutely shouldn't but I'm dying of thirst again! 
Can't seem to stop this fiery thirst. But this is 
positively the one for the road. Thank you. For 
everything. You've actually been sort of kind--if I 
discount the corny jokes and sexist threats. 

No such thing, have me any way you want. 

(hitting her blouse) Look at that dust! I'm filthy. 
Clothes'11 be ruined. | 

Got clothes in the pickup you can put on when Marine 
gets back, 

Mr. Yesterday, I'm not going to put any clothes on or 
take these clothes -- as dirty as they are -- off. 


Hell, I'm gonna call you Motive Lady. You're always 


lookin for an idea behind the idea. I just want you to 


be comfortable. Stay a while why don't you? Stead 
of goin round the country for those sacred crooks of 
yours. 

Thanks but no thanks. And touche. 

(intense) You're a kind of Texas person. 

That'll] be the day. 

(lifting up her arm in a kind of double 

power salute) You can do anything you want in Texas. 
It's bigger than the world! 

A charming paradox if I weren't dying. 

Texas is the place for someone like you. I can tell. 
I can really tell. 

Wel11111111(standing rockily up) thanks a heap but I 


got a report to type, and...what should I say in it? 


ANN (con't) I don't remember what--- 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTEDAY. 


YESTERDAY . 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


‘I'd believe! 


Tell em I got no contract and spent all Davrooni'’s money 
he give me. Tell em they can't suck any mmey ~ out: 
of me! 
(surprised. ) 


Hey I got up! I made it up! 


(caiculated) Marine comin back withsome great.... 
big...steaks! . 
Oh my God! 


Why did you say that? I can feel myself 


giving way egain. I didn't even know I was hungry... 


Steaks? 


Steaks. = 

Oh God I am so weak. I don't ever remember being this 
weak. Giddy Giddy giddily gid. Got to giddyap, really! 
And ranch steaks:, not like = get in Boston. Huge, 
thick, so juicy, so juiiiiiii-cy you won't believe. 
I'd believe! 

Baked potato...butter meltin all over...mixin, I say 
mixin, I say mixin, with the steak juice. 


Stop you sadist! 


You'll think you done died and gone to heaven. 
And left this hell of a Texas. Thanks but no thanks. 
Where's my attache case? I'll grab something on the road 
Car probably won't start even now, after the poundin you 
give it. You do get it goin then be three hours at least 
you find a place to eat. 

Then I'll have to be a man about it. Real Texan. (Does 
a short, swaggering, bowlegged walk, then sinks down. 
and sits Buddah style) Whew! That's enough of that. Where 
can I trade this head in? | 
(getting up and stretching) If you was a real Texan you'd 


stay here. Sense of adventure! 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 

YESTERDAY . 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 
. YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


Ah from the emerging drift of things, Mr. Yesterday, 

and from some indefinable, but sadly recognizable, element 
in the smothering atmosphere, I decided that if I stay, 
I'll pay. 

Nothin like it! Why you're safer here than in goddamm 
Boston. Woman you get to the point too fast. Some- 
times---you don't even have to get there, you know that? 
Anyways, most of the fun's playing along the way. 

The men are the same--different speech patterns, in 

their dumb, dumb flirtations. 

Don't worry about the marine. Told you he's harmiess. 
Him? He's a decoy. 

Butter, I say butter. Do you hear it Ann Laurel 

Finn? I say butter just a meltin down alillilli 

through! 

You bastard! But really, I'd stay if I could. Really. 
Lie. 

Right. But I‘do have. a report to write and a plane-- 
Already started the fire. You can smell the wood. | 
Yes, and it givesme deja vu, remembering all the cook- 
outs in my Boston backyard where I'll be tomorrow! 

Why can't you stay? I really want you to! 

No shit! J learn from people. Why can't you stay? 

Bad. in principle. 

I'll sit that one out: rules keep changin. . 

I must be gaining strength. I get that one right 

away. (a beat) The only true thing you said by the way. 


Makes me one up. (now swaying above her, rubbing his 


belly; she hugs her knees) 


Rat! :¥You probably never had a principle. 


Can't think of any on the instant. Can';t think of any 


YESTERDAY (con't) big ideasy.just flippin over big steaks, flames 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY 


ANN. 


jumpin up. (pantomimes it) That there is what blows 


muh mind right now. Sparks flying up at the big ole 
Texas sky: Je-EEEEEEEE-sus! 


(rocking) Stop! You're absolutely killing me. My. 
death'11 be on your hands, Cowboy Gorn! Oh my God 
whatever is or isn't happening, it's all too fast...and 
foggy! 

I like you. No shit. 

Well I don't hate you. Not exactly, that is you... 
don't exist. ; 
That's good enough for now. Hell that's good enough 
period! 
Fraid not. (surprised) Hey! You know those blotches 
that have been comin at me? Well now they're rolillll- 
ing in, not zinging. 

That's just cause your head's gettin together. 

Keep drinkin, keep relaxin. You'll do fine. 


I don't want to do ...anything. I've seen 


through you. Don't try the same with me okay? 

I'll take care of you. . Guaranteed! 

I'm sorry, but if the truth is wanted, I am just too 
damm scared to stay here, ravenous as I am. I'm pretty 
far from being a woman of the world. 

ieabhesle-pemuets okay. 

Oh I don't know. I never can make my mind up about 


anything. My alleged mind. (she crosses her arms 
beneath her breasts by way of showing her insecurity, by 
way of featuring them too. He scrapes around under the 
canvas and comes up with a small pail with a handle. ) 


God that fire is popping! Popping! Snapping out - 


ANN (con't) 
YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


sparks! 

‘1 cook those steaks fast now. 

(tentative) I'll r'1] I'l] I'll stay for dinner 
Weak shit me! 


only. Weak me! 


Good! Now you talkin! 

I'm taking you at your word now, Mr. Yesterday. 
No teen moves! 
No harm in that... 
(trifle nasty) By the way, what's your first name? 
Clyde? Bew-ford? Leeee~-roy? 

Just Yesterday. | 

Would you mini: . telling me--straight if possible---~- 
how---? 

Built mess hall Korea. When Major keeps askin when 
I'm gonna finish--- 
You mid Yesterday. Simple, like all profound stories. 
(pullining her up by the hand) Too much talk. 
| You're recovered. 


Gotta work for your supper. Want you 


help me build somethin. (They walk; in his other hand 
he carries pail of glue.) | | 
I'll do anything for some shade. (YESTERDAY leers) 
Now that's what I mean about you! Adolescent cornball 
lecher! I can't tell you how many times I've met-- 
Woman, you'd damm me for a look! 

You're right. But this is no funny card game with: 


someone raking in the pot, Yesterday. It's hello and 


goodbye. (He starts looking through the pile of wood. ) 
QO00000000, now yo've made me get one of these sudden-- 
I couldn't call them chills in this walloping heat-- 


tremors. I hope I'm not doing something crazy! "The 


body of theheiress was found..." 


YESTERDAY . 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 


YESTERD. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


Now don't get your hopes up. 


(She does.) 
(a beat) 


Whaaaa? 


The late lamented Davrooni told Mr. Aarth that you were 


a primitive architect, that you built a Mexican grocery 


Be with you in a minute. 


So genius needs a hand. 


store that professors study. 


(shrugging) 


church. 


Make it the way it wants. 


And sit down. 


This here's 


And nobody warits it but you're going to finish it. 


(He picks up a long board and sights down it) 


Damm right! 


what else? 


It'll be a house for rabbits. 


Better (throws board away) than all yourMr. Aarths and 


their screw-associates. 


(whistful ) 


fifth since college. 
(gazing around) 
Stay in Texas I tell you. 
ain't nothin you can't do in Texas. 
you want. here. 


You do everything you want. 


Only job I could get. 


way you want. 


I don't want what I want! 


Long's you want. 


It's my third or 
After this I don't know. 


Only from here it'd have to be up. 


There 


I'll be your friend. 


You do anything 


It's bigger than the world I tell you. 


Any 


Rightinow the only thing I 


know is that I can't spend much more of my life with a 


rural wit and a naked marine in the burning middle of 


nowhere. 


Unbelievable. 


in Boston. 


(whirling around, his arms flying) 


Just space.. 


Did I Say that? 


.room! 


Is it really where I am? 


It was a cool, sort of green evening 


No middie in Texas! 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


Yeah and that's all there is. What am I doing 

here anyway? Why can't my alleged mind grapple with that 
question? Last:night I had everything together. 

Lucky. 

Or was it last month? Sometime anyway. Whenever I wasn't 
fainting all the time. (YESTERDAY is laying out pieces 
of wood.) 

Don't worry about nothing. You got me. 

Uh huh. They come on strong and leave fast. So 

stop them before they start. 

You're negative -- got no hope for hope. Well never mind 
talk is talk. You're gonna do something.real here. 
Watch me layin this out: Ebony...oak...hickory..teak... 
nice smooth...teak -I reekon this is. 

Don't tell me. We're going to make a door. 

(angry) Door? Who said anything bout a fuckin 

door? Don't talk to me about no doors! You start 
thinkin that way you're finished! 

(Anxious to dig at what she thinks is a precious 
attitude) So dreadfully sorry, Mr. Artist, but you have 
to have doors and windows. YOu have got to make your 
compromises with door and windows. Doors and windows 

my man, no other way! Doors and windows! 

Stop sayin door and windows. 
I don't care what you say. 
got to start with what the other guy gives you. You've 
got to compromise somewhere. 

No way! You start with doors and windows cause you're 


a head person. You start with the head and you can't 


make nothin startin with the head! 


It's like life itself. You've. 


YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. . 


YESTERDAY. 


“YESTERDAY. 


Uh huh. (laughs) I think that this discussion has 
reached its outer limits. 

That right? 

(impatient) Well what're we going to make here then. 
Cross. 

Mr. 


A cross? Davrooni's sect wasn't a Christian one. 


Don't care what it was. Where I went to church was 


cross. Gonna look like this. (Holds up two small pieces 
of wood to make asymetrical cross) 

And aren't crosses symetrical, even in Texas? (points) 
That one got more on the right than on the left. 

Depends on which y'all look. Side of church under 

short side will be concave, kind of flyin away from cross 
make short side of cross seem longer. (Throws pieces 
of wood over shoulder) Windy...open...Texas! 


You're smart. That's the exact word ‘for you. All 
small letters. 

There ain't no exact word for me, or words. Don't 
you forget it. 

I'll try extraordinarily hard. (amused.) Now what's 
my job? 

(firm) You start gluing this stuff together way I laid 
it out. 

Don't get creative, huh? Just room for one? 

You already left that behind youwhen you began 


reaching for the golden ring. 


-(puzzled:for a-beat) Like on the merrygoround? The 


caraosel? (While she moves one hand to imitate a spinning 
caresel, she improvises a hurdy-gurdy melody of "The 
Eyes of Texas." | 


See, you're a head person. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


(interrupts her melody) I got that. 


(resumes) 


(louder) And a head person sooner or later finds out 


that thinkin don't lead to nothing: . 


Just talk. Bullshit 


So he gotta grab out for a little power. They all do. 


And when you get that little power you leave all kinds of 


things behind. 


Yourself! Save me the corn, Father. 


At that fatal 


moment I'll reach for the golden ring, and gladly, be- 


cause I know my name will be engraved inside. I don't 


see that there's any real choice. I won't want any 


---then. 


(bitter) Wanna make deal you come to right place. 


Lots ‘of deals made in Texas every day. 


Not with you I don't imagine. 


I don't make no deals. I give everythin:, take 


everythin ., 
That's the destruction route. 
Bet your ass! 


Not if there's an alternative. 


4 


(Power salute) This here's Texas! Got more alternatives 


here than sand. 
(applauds) Don't stop acting, please. 


sincerity. Be my parody. 


~-End of SCENE SEVEN 


I've had it with 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


SCENE EIGHT 
-Evening. Moonlight. Occasional flickers coming 
from nearby fire. ANN sits on a beer case, YESTERDAY 
on the ground. Sounds of uninhibited eating. _ 
We are going at this like animals! My chin is 
positively dripping butter. You must've put a guarter 
pound on my potato alone. Ruh! 
Something like. (wiping mouth with back of hand) 
This steak...two pounds and all delicious. I 
can't eat it all -=- but I'm going to. I don't care. 
Now that's Texas attitude. | 
Yeah, gluttony. 
Nothin wrong with that--at right time and place. 
this is right time and place for all sorts of things. 
In your little boy's mind maybe. Say, is the floor 
show really over? 
'Fraid so. 
No!. Bring back the marine who danced in the firelight. 


Weird, positively wierd. I especially liked those back- 


flips. Huh-WHOOP-da-diddley, huh-WHOOP-da-diddley. 


Flipping gestures with her beer) 

What's so good about --- . 

(giggling) I don't know. I sort of like the way all of 
him doesn't go over all at once. ‘ 

Well sorry to disappoint you but he won't be back for 

a while. Once he commmences the backflips he's good for 
about three quarters of a mile. 

That use be a record. I can close my eyes ard see him 


against the moon now: an image I'll never forget. 


al) 


e€ 


vw 


Wa io 


ANN (con't) (waving) Bye Bye, Marine. (drinks) Poor bastard! 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 
ANN . 
YESTERDAY . 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


Such a...(flips can away with diminishing whistle. 
YESTERDAY does the same after her speech. ) Wasted | 
resource! 
(YESTERDAYcrawls up next to her on the beer case, [snuggles 
up, puts his arm around her.) - 
Now that's exactly what we don't want happen to us! 
Oh God! So we're going to make the inevitebie : inevitable 
I was expecting everything and nothing wid. here it is. 

Along with the world's hoariest line. (Briefly thinks 


Let me take that 


about her pun as he holds her tighter ) 


over. 


Much as you like. 

The world's oldest line, how's that! 
Only one...makes sense: use it befowe you lose it. 
That thars Texas reduction of the theme of some lovely 
English poetry. “Had we but world enough and time..." 
That sonabitch was even more spaced than me with his 


wingin chariots or whatever. 


YESTERDAY! You know. that poem? I'm shocked! 


Indecent proposals I'm used to, but literacy? 


I'm only ninety-five percent ignorant Texan, Ma'm 


You flatter yourself. Now stop squeezing me! I'm 


not a calf. 
Gotcha hogtied now. 
If this is life bring back art. 


“Art? - | 


Yeah, the marine! Life is short but art is re 


If (you) give too far away, your language goes t 


i 


Might as well. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY . 


YESTERDAY. 


I give all the way once. 

Happened in Waco 

Went whacko one night 

Screechin and scratchin and blood 
Mescaline, muscatel and mud - 

It was rainin 
It still is. And it is time to drop all the western © 
imagery please. Separate the cowboy from the phony 
cowboy, the precious lecher from the artist. 
Anything you want. 

It's what I get for not being able to get 
off the dime. 


Character is fate. Or geography. 


Don't you worry bout character-~ it'll just freeze you up. 


Oh, I don't know. I'm always getting into sitoathons I 
can't control, and as I go on I can control them less 
andless. | 
Then you should be happy cause that's the way to be happy ! 
(whistful) I wonder what all the civilized people| are 
doing. | 
Probably what we're gonna get to do. 


Gutter mind! And I'm jumping in there with you.. 


Like the ieecheart schoolmarm whoring it up away from home. 
I wonder how long that little imbedded image has beanie skh 
(slowly getting up, then holding her hand.) 

YOu got too many watecenien: There's just you, me, 
and Texas. 


The beer, the beer is DRIFTING me into this. (He yanks 
| 

her up of "drifting"-~-making her pronounciation rather 

snappish. ) 


Always gotta be somethin. 


YESTERDAY . 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. | 


ANN. 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY . 
ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY . 


ANN. 


“{nation. 


' You'll have to 


(timid) I guess this is my contribution to 
Western Art? 
Forget reasons. We got no choice. 

Believe that and you'll beleive anything. 

(They exit hand in hand we see only the flickering 
light for about a half a minute.) 

(off, sort of floating voice) How...can you ever know 
what you want? 

Knowin can be one hell of a nuisance. (a silence) 

Lord Chesterfield. .isaid that the position was ridiculous) 
I read a book once -- Existentialism. 

(Not in response to what he's saying) O000000000000000! 
You do what ya want. 

My ! 

(laughs) 


But couldn't you do...what you want...slower? 


~Light very slowly fades to the dimmest possible illum- 
MARINE enters carrying their clothes. He 
flings them around, all the time emitting a high- 
pitched whine. Exits.- 

Life shits. 

Reckon. 

rape me next time. I insist. 
Whatever. 

Yeah, whatever, wherever, whenever, which. If you don't 
know where you're going might as well be a whore enroute. 
Then we're all whores. 


Amen. 


-End of SCENE EIGHT- 


& YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. - 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


SCENE NINE 
~Morning. ANN enters wearing a man's shirt, tied up to 
reveal a bare midrif, baggy man's work pants. She picks 
up her clothes and piles them next to a water can. 
I'd kind: of like to feel the luxury of sweet guilt, 
really wallow in it, but I feel plain shitty, somekind 
of murderous acid pouring into my brain, 
my stomach. Yuk! (shaking her fist at the sun) Oh 
God, Oh God please turn off that rotten sun and put some 
fuckin greendown. And get me out of this lowdown funk 
of a Texas. Life as a bad movie. (plaintive) Where's 


the motorcycle? Down. Down. Comedown.. Y'all come 


down...lowdown, low low down. Crap! Life equals crap 


an: therefore--- 

(otf) What you bitchin on now? (He enters in 

bikini underwear bottoms, scratching; moving his head as 
if to clear it.) 

(ast ending an arm as if to introduce him) What every 
prospective bride should know. Expecially in Texas. 
Whew! Hangdog sick. 

(louder) It is Mr Texas, folks. loud, wide, and gross; 
indifferent lover, corrosive farter! 

Can't help gas. 


(going closer) If you will all step over here a little 


more closely (He waves his arms as if to dismiss her, shakes 


his head to get the cobwebs out. ) you will see, Ladies, 
and Gentlemen the unusual twitches and pops of the 


specimen Texan.. 


You made different noises last night. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY , 


& ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


(Flying at him and holding her hands up as a stop 

signal) Save it! Save it! For the boys in the 
Christmas Cafe. (Now shoe goes into a bowlegged swagger 
during which she scratches and pulls at herself, es- 
pecially the crotch, grossly. He becomes increasingly 
miffed.) Why that lil ole girl like uh break mah 

back, ah kid you not! And she just couldn't get 
EEEEEEEEEEE-nuff! Justa squirmin round (grotes- 

quely demonstrates) askin for more! "More, Baby More!" 
More? Shit Honey, I done give yuh a foot. What yuh 
want, a yard? (measuring in the manner of a fisherman) 
(serious) That's not nice. Be a lady. Gotta have 
peace n quiet. 

(pulling at herself even more grossly) Here I am- 

Mom, your little boy. All cock and mouth. Just like all 
theother little American boys, Mummy. They can't do 
nothin but lie and get it up. All cock and mouth! 
That's enough. Next show at noontime. 

I'm an American boy, Mommy, and and walkin all day on 

my lil ole testicles is painful. Pay-ayn-ful! But 

I'm a Texan! Lotsa space inside muh head! 

(picking up his pants and fishing around in the pockets) 
Oh my oh my oh my: The all men are etceterry bit! 
(coming up with a cheap pocket watch with a plastic case) 
and comin a few hours late according to the watch mother 
give me. She said when — find the right girl why moony 
honeysuckle Juney+-- (offering it to her) . 
Seething aren't you, for all the rube wit over tty 
Seething! 

(very erect, turning slightly away) Ann, you're makin 


me up. You been trying: since we met. But you ain't 


YESTERDAY 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


(con't)figured me yet. YOu ain't got me. Not by a long 


shot. I'm a complicated man. Give me that! 


Oh I got you all right! Right down to a seedy rotten, 


uncomplicated T. 


(suddenly struck by the following idea) Yeah, and they 
had me at that architect's convention in San Antonio too. 
They all tried to make me, the men too. 

(pause as she looks him over) You can't shine shit! 
(facing her) Seduced on the plains of Texas. The 
almost-virgin from the East. | 

Ah yes the wicked old East! Where we work for a living. 
Not sponge off the boss, steal his wood and his laborer. 
Never pay him back anything or even think to! 
(<stepping back) That old man gets plenty from me! 

He sure does. He gets you. I saw the way you cowboys 
hopped to at the ranch, all you great big Texans! 

(loud but a little undertain) He he he he don't 

hardly exist. He's he's he's teeth hangin in the 

air to me. 

Yeah? Well his teeth are hanging in the air all over 


your goddamm Texas! Free, my ass! 


YESTERDAY. Your ass, Hon, aint no longer relevant. / ANN; ae) ee acl. 


YESTERDAY. 


(screaming, throwing both arms up) This is 

My church! 

Texas gsucks..! (even more corrosive) And I don't 

see (shrugs) anything. (YESTERDAY looks down at 

the ground for a few seconds.) Oh look,: look, I 

woke up sick and irritable, some kind of acid. 
literally pouring into my brain, my whole system. 

Let's not fight anymore. What for? So we had a couple 


of steaks and one thing led to another in the old acutely 


é 


ANN. (con't) 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY . 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 
ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


selfconscious way. It's all stage business and machinery, 
Jesus Christ help us all! Every word and gesture of your 
was aiwea at bring it about, and I played my asinine 
cards too. Fuck it fuck it FUCK IT! It's the silly 

ass mating dance all stuck with gum and Coke and acne. 
Nobody can grow up! And this Texas seems just the right 
place and I'm worse than you -- if such a thing is 
possible. Anyway, let :me get cleaned up and get out of 
this hell with no hard feelings. (smiles) 

(mimicking her smile) They give any personality awards 
where you went to college! 
They usually went to Texas whores up north for culture. 
Reversed it this time. (Her hand goes to her throat and 
she sobs; he grasps her other hand, pulls her towards 
him.) Bad play, bad play. Let's call that one back. 
(softly) Start over. (But just as her had almcest hits 
his shoulder, he springs away to dangle the watch. ) 
Really do want agive you this here why-utch. Was muh 
Daddy's, foreman of the whole King Ranch. Super cowboy, 
May-yum. (Swings watch in front of her; she knocks it 
out of his hand and sinks to her knees) 

(whispers) Everything but the fuckin motorcycle. 
Well, I guess--- 
You poor bastard. 
Don't you feel sorry for me! Don't you dare feel sorry 
for me! 
iaobs it's your perverted way of giving, almost near the 
edge of humanness. Oh it's not you that bothers me. It's 
not you. To you you're the genius of the age; to me you're 
a typical shit-- no offense. I use guys like you is. 


practice a kind of living suicide. 


YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY 


ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 
‘ANN. 


YESTERDAY. 


: & YESTERDAY. 


Awful. I can't take it. (She goes over to the water can 


Arytime. 


But if only somebody would ask..."How'd you make 

out in Texas?" Oh God f hit my funkylow. It makes me 
sick to even talk about it. The scummy depths. But 
answers answer questions, you know? And when I think 
of it I have no low...or high or middle. Just a kind of 
fuzzy pitch that couldn't even be called despair. It's 
just too small. Like..a river without a current and yet 
I'm drifting. Oh God where is my life? 

(His back to her, but he has caught something from her 
tone; softly) Yeah, yeah. Thought I'd find a place 
where the air'd go over me. But your nerves stick out, 
bleeding. And drinkin, grabassin, workin, pot, fuckin, 
they help for a second...I don't know. (She gets up, 
goes up in back of him, puts her hand on his shoulder. 
He turns his chin as if to hold her hand there, but she 
lets it fall.) 

This is...not realistic. 

Stay here. In Texas 

It's ....sentimental. 

(whirling around) Stay, please stay! I...get so fuckin 
lonely all my my my my nervesscream out at once! 


No. This back-and-forth is too close to the bone. 


and washes her face, exits with her pile of clothes. He 


watches her, then goes over to the "holy" portion of the 


church, lays a couple of blocks in a dreamy, very very 
slow and methodical way) 

(very very slowly, dreamily) Like a...bird it's gonna 
be...flyin. Ardin the holy end here, pretty Mexican 


stone, all colors. (Then he simply. stares in the direction 


YESTERDAY (con't). she wil enter from.) © 


YESTERDAY . 
ANN. 
XBSTERDAY. 
ANN. 
YESTERDAY. 


ANN. 


YESTERDAY . 


ANN. 


-~She enters, somewhat chipper, dressed in her clown clothes 
again, carrying her attache case, walks over to him.) 
Well I guess we only meant half of what we said~-- 

the worse half. It was waking up dry-mouthed in this 
horrible sun that got us going so sour. (She extends her 
hand to shake hands over thelow wall he is building.) 
Careful, holy. (pushing her hand away) 

What? 

(flatly) This here's holy part. Can't come in here. 
Come on! 

Nope. Sorry. Ain't personal. 

(shouting) Isn't this the lowest joke of all? 

Even for you? It's always fuckin personal! Always! 

(She raises her attache case as if to lend some thrust, 
but he slaps it away.) 

(smiling) I mean it Sis, sorry. 

(flailing away with the case and hitting him on the head 
and shoulders while trying to steps. over the low wall) 

Oh you mean it, Sis, you sonofabitch bum! (Her attack 
becomes ferocious but his defense ,though he's being hurt, 
is calm and assured, infuriating her further. Finally 
he agers. shoves her back a couple of feet and she falls. 
She gets up slowly as if her knees have been scraped. 
Suddenly her body becomes rigid, her hand swings up like 
a softball pitcher deoivering a pitch--she stops halfway 
in the motion, her nails up.) 


FUCKERRRRRRRRRARR |! 


70. 
~For a moment he is shocked and hurt: but then he snaps 
into a trance. She feints going, makes beeline 
for corner of "holy" area, shrieking. Makes it 
and her shriek becomes one of wild exultation! 
Me! MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE! 
~He comes at her murderously, but she evades him and runs 
away, laughing. He doesn't pursue - undignified; 
plus, if she gets him out of position, she might 
outflank him, get into the holy area again. He snaps 
back into his sun-gazing trance. 


-End of SCENE NINE- 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


PENTON . 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


--SCENE TEN-~ 
_in car headlights. A huge tarp covers Ann, rendering 
her shapeless; Penton hovers. 
Now c'mon now. I give you that to keep warm, not hide 
on me. 
Let me hide. Can't feel a fuckin thing in here, aa 
aa mushroom. (speeding) Hey, I'm a mushroom and 
this is ground zero! 
(tired) Do tell? 
My mind's splattered on che amanda here. I'm freaked 
out on my own stink. 
You're fine. Need drink is all. Warm bed. 
(bitter) I can hear you panting through this filthy 
cloth Gramps. 
M'am? 
(more hyper) I was on a lying high but when it went up 
I went down. 
(moving his hands over her but not touching) (If) you'll 
just get in the car here I can guarantee... 
(sing-songy) Mad after the big lay! 
(still moving his hands) If I could see a...handle here. 
(Shouting) And miscellaneous! Like Ophelia! Ophelia! 
I didn't touch you! But I sure as hell am gonna if you 
don't... 
(imitating him) You'd like tuh. Get you some of that 
miscellaneous too! Old sonofabitch you sonofabitch 
all sonsabitches! . . 
(weary) I don't know what on God's green earth you're 
talkin bout. 


Saint Ann the Whore. Patron saint of Texas--and not God's 


« 


ANN (con't) 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


OENTON . 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON, 


PENTON. 


green earth, here! No way God's--- 
You can throw in Oklahoma and Arkansas too, alls I care 
(shrieks) Throw them in then. Throw them in! I'm 
ambitious. 
Do tell. (steps back to scratch his head.) You go 
round and round. 

Right! Watch! (She whirls around) One hundred (coughs) 
proof dust, dirt and shit. 

It's all babytalk, just baby talk. 

(brightly) I'll stick to coke bottle lovers from now 
on. They got better technique and stay hot longer. 
(giggles) High wide and handsome! 

(Fatigued and aghast) Now that's enough that kinda talk 
too! 

(Matter of fact) Sorry. Dr. Pepper then. 
You're upset. 
So's John the Baptist-Cock! 
who? 
An asshole in the desert. He got into my pants and I 
jumped into his asshole (giggles) Tat for Tit. 
(concerned) please ma'm. I don't understand a word 
of this. Let me take you back to the ranch and I'll 
listen to anythin you gotta say. 
Why bother? It's all Freud. Another sonofabitch! 
Never mind all that! (strides forward and seizes cloth) 
Now I'm gonna (She squirms and hits back through the 
tarp) Goddammit! Act like a man! 

(still struggling) Haven't we been fucked enough? Huh? 
Huh? Huh? HUH? 

(beating her) I don't-give a flyin fuck what you Say. 


You're coming out of there and into the car I gotta 


ANN (con't) beat you black n blue (screaming) You gotta 
pull youself up from shit! Everybody does! 
Might as well lay down and die if you don't wanna! 
Gotta pull yourself up from shit! 

ANN. (fighting back as hard) Yeah? Well, I'm laying down 
and dyin. in it! 

PNETON. Fuck you are! (lays on heavier) 

ANN. Okay okay okay. Stop! Lay off you heavy-handed dick 
head! PENTON stops and pants.) 


-Go to black and then hear the tarp fall. 


ANN. (completely calm) Only the pure-minded should give sermons. 
PENTON. (panting) Then...never be none. 
ANN. That's the idea. 


End of SCENE TEN- 


~YESTERDAY is in the holy rectangle. He is dressed 
neatly but in mismatched clothes he must have cadged 
from the pickup, the cleanest he could find. He 
& holds a homemade broom, a bush attached to a piece 
of ‘aber: He sweeps, the broom making rhymic . 
slaps as he speaks.- 
YESTERDAY. Fore it gets 
fuckin worse 
clean this place (of) 
woman's curse. 
-MARINE enters, naked but hugging a bag of lime against 
his stomach. YESTERDAY sees him but concentrates on 
his sweeping.- 
YESTERDAY. (softly as he tosses broom away) C'mon c'mon you're 
holy. Every fuckin idiot is holy. What choice he got? 
-MARINE comes closer and YESTERDAY gestures with a 
| y hand to show MARINE that he wants him to circle him 
: while pouring out the lime. The MARINE begins.- 


YESTERDAY. (looking upward in severe concentration) 


Lime burn! 

Lime burn! 

Scour the sin, 

scour it! 

No trace 

womannnnnnnnnn 

in this place 
.a° Of woman 

no 


fuck- ‘ 


lace 


YESTERDAY (con't) 


MARINE. 


YESTERDAY. 


( He thrusts his arms straight up and shakes his 
hands; then stops shaking them as he notices MARINE, 
lets arms fall to sides. } 
Not too much. This here's ceremony, not shithouse. 
(MARINE stops; YESTERDAY inhales deeply then shouts) 

Burnnnnnnnnnnn ! 

No trace 

Womannnnnnnnnnn 

this place! 
(pause while MARINE shifts around, hugs bag more 
tightly; YESTERDAY closes his eyes and lowers his 
head. Now his head snaps up and his eyes burn 
directly ahead.) 
This here's holy place again! (He slouches, 
laughs in a relaxed manner) Say Ah-men Marine. 
(some sort of gutteral monosyllabic approximation 
to which YESTERDAY doesn't react. He is trancelike 
MARINE noticing this, eases off warily. YESTERDAY 
need not stay in the holy rectangle. The idea is that 
he gets his initial inspiration there, then can range. ) 
I have seen the light as it spilled at me, as it spilled 
from my eyes. I caught it and let it run through my 
fingers. Then it come in planes, one after the other, 
millions a second, and I found that I could break the 
planes like glass, go through those thousand planes 
of glass like fuckin rocket ship. But not like 
fuckin rocket ship cause I come out the other side, 
the other side of light. Cause I run faster than it, 
hadda look back to see it, millions of fuckin planes, 


each one a sun! Millions of suns and me ahead of 


YESTERDAY (con't) of them! Was like one eight-hour straight cum! 
Until I got all the way through and then I see fuckin 
God! Then I see fuckin God! Like every mother-humpin 
corpuscle come up through fuckin volcano, explode up 
through top of your head, whole fuckin body sucked up 
through top my head. But God was a plane too, a kinda 
feelin plane cause you can't see past light, when you 
get past light it's like every fuckin tiny bit of your 
body, inside and out, has got the sides, sharp facets 
like diamonds, “that scratch you and cut you to ribbons 
and cut the fuckin ribbons to ribbons and keep cuttin 
you and everything in half for fuckin forever and ever. 


(Screams the absolutely highest note he can.) 


-End of SCENE ELEVEN. 


YESTERDAY. 


” MARINE. 


‘-SCENE TWELVE._ 
~YESTERDAY looking badly hungover is behind a T-shaped 
lecturn made up of Lone Star boxes; MARINE sits in 
front wearing his grin and bathing suit, very happy to 
be a pupil.- 
First...uh...well all my life I'm trying explain thingsto 
morons. But, never mind, be that as it may...shovin the 
shit aside and etcetera. First thing is: a thing's how 
much time it takes. That's all. That's fuckin all 
it is. A...rock takes a long time:that's why it's fuckin 
rock. Inside it's movin. Everything is. Inside me's 
movin: like a sonofabitch. That's why I drive two hund« 
red miles for ham and eggs, drink Lone Star faster than 
they can make it, fuck myself silly - Iocan. If I 
can't, (I) get Mary Fist. (maturbat_ng gesture) 
Like that one,:do you? (somewhat deploring) Shit-eatin 
grin! Ohhhhhhh sometimes I go somewheres aching for 
trouble. (musing) Bloody fuckin brawls! Laughin with 
every shot you throw or take! Everybody in the 
fight laughin like a sonabitch till it's all blood and 
staggerin slow motion: Like night I went whacko in 
Waco. (cowboy yell) Yah hoo! Anyways all this fuck- 
in rushin's trying to catch up to your own life. Me, 
I'm buildin a church. Second! (pause while he shades 
his eyes) Shut down that grin Marine, It's hurtin 
muh eyes. (holds up hand like-traffic cop) Halt! 


See iy hand? (moving it up and down) Makes a plane. 


_ Say plane, plane, plane.. 


Pain...pain...pain! 


YESTERDAY. 


MARINE. 


YESTERDAY. 


78, 
That's close enough. (drawing it back in two 
stages) Other plane. Other plane. Come up her grab 
this hand. (MARINE complies) See? Plane is strong. 
YESTERDAY curves his hand and squeezes MARINE'S) Curve 
it the plane! Then it's really fuckin strong! 
If I was to take an apple cut it million slices 
one way, million slices other way, I'd have two million 
fuckin slices same size. You can understand that! You 
gotta be simple to understand that! Understand anything 
maybe. 
(whines) 
_YESTERDAY pushes MARINE back and he falls backwards 
to end up sitting again- 
Curve planes, make em stronger. Curve planes make em 
stronger. Now take other planes curveithem. (demon- 
strating with other hand) Now bring the two together 
like so. (Hands curved and fingertips joining) Not 
twice as strong but a fuckin hell of a lot stronger. 
Indus-fuckin-structable. (Now throwing out his arms 
wide and then bringing his hands together in the same 
curved way as before, ascending screams) CURVE CURVE 
CURVE POINT POINT POINT CURVE CURVE CURVE POINT POINT 
POINT (pressing his fingertips more firmly together) 
HOLD! HOLD! HOLD! HOLD! HOLD! (ascending again) 
STRONG. ..FUCKIN...SUCKER! (a little disoriented: 
it's taken. something out of him, as has the MARINE's 
perpetual girn) You've done slipped into that grin again 
-~but it’s okay. It's your life and I respect it. 
you're like a a aa panlight flashlight in a cave, poor 
mother fuckin idiot prick. But leave us get back on the 


lecture. Third thing is me. I'm me and that church's 


YESTERDAY (con't) gonna be my church and it's gonna be:...it's 


MARINE. 


YESTERDAY. 


it's it's it's gonna move when: it's: fuckin standin 

still cause I move and I...(confused) I'm I'm I'm 

I'm the church! I'm fuckin cathedral! FUCKIN 

CATHEDRAL OF ALL! (He stares down into lecturn; head 
rises slowly.) (hoarse) All this shit I'm talkin. 

If I could really get down to where you're at. 

(shaking his head) But look at you. Just look 

at you. (MARINE happy for the attention) I can't get it 
to you, can't beat yuh, can't teach yuh, can't 

do diddley shit. (throwing up his hands to grap his 
face) Agggggghhhhhh! (a compacted moment while he 
gathers his strength while looking down at the lectern. 
He leaps from behind it) But I know best thing for 
moron! Best thing for moron is this! (A completely 
serious dance during which he tries to symbolize his 
ideas of architecture: alternately curving and straight- 
ening his body, arms, joining his hands at the fingertips 
curving them as before, flinging them apart. He must not 
be skillful exactly~-he must transcend himself. Quiet-- 
just his breathing and footfalls. MARINE becomes 
animated watching him, sways his upper body in rhythm- 
beatific face. YESTERDAY finally collapses besides 

him. As he throws his arm around MARINE, hugs him, 
MARINE claps hands in delight.) 

(gleeful sound) 

(panting) Yeah...I knew... best.thing...dance. Dance is 
best thing for moron. You poor bastard! (sobs: MARINE 
leans away) It's okay. I'm a card sent to grandma, 
sugar syrup. Murderers cry. Send cards to their grand- 


mas between slitting throats. That's why I'm here. 


YESTERDAY (con't). Cause everybody kills there. (takes arm from 
around MARINE‘S shoulder and starts punching him on 
the arm) AHMHHHHHHHH kill here too, kill everywhere. 
Question of time. Here things go slower is all. We 


get the basket cases. (He starts punching MARINE 


harder ) 
(sings) Incursion, excursion 
incision decision 


and I got you 


5 
i 
a 
k 
if 
a 
é 
i 


000~-000-000-000-. 


Hee 


(MARINE makes a kind of flurry of hands to ward off his 
5 punches; YESTERDAY stops hitting) 
: YESTERDAY. (recites) Sold your dong 


for a song. 


I'ts the Cam- 
: & bo-o-o- 
: dian blues. 
No good news, 
F Same old shit, 
red, fuckin white 
and blue 
©00-000-000-000. 
(YESTERDAY gets up and pulls MARINE up) Let's walk 
around hand in hand. We're fuckin whatchacallit, play- 
mates. (They walk) pretty nice, huh? I got you 
instead of Ann. Member Ann? Coulda fucked that girl 
flat (if) she stayed. “Then she'd be Texas: I liked 
that there gal. (imitating her) .Mr. Davrooni's sect 
was not a Christion one." Whatafuck I care what 
anything was? Or is? (They continue walking, 


swinging hands) Pretty nice huh? Look at you 


YESTERDAY (con't) getting happy, fuckin near melt. People don't 

walk like they use to..Prefer kill each other cars. 

You're happy son, real naif. Like that word, naif? 

(I) Road bout twenty thousand books to get this stupid, 
half reas em anyways. Forgot every fuckin one. That's 
only way you learn. Gotta read, gotta forget. 

Gotta eat, gotta shit. (MARINE acquires quizzical 

look) Losin you again am I? No fuckin difference. 
Bvetypody loses everybody else, but they still mope around 
with ach other. (On mope he kicks beercan and MARINE 
stops walking; YESTERDAY peers intently at him since 
MARINE is trying to give birth to an idea; finally YESTER - 
DAY nods his head, as if he can sense what the MARINE 

is thinking.) Fumble! (MARINE leaves him to leap on the 
beercan, shove it under his body.) Remember that do 

you? 11 be triple goddammed fucked. Next to God 

is idiot, then football, then Texas. You kinda bring all 
three together. Get up here now and throw me that 

thing. (MARINE tries to squirm down deeper.) Oh ho! 
Don't trust me, hey? We got us-uns a die-lemma heah. 
Gonna Have a game, gotta have a ball. That there's 

logic. But everybody knows that there ain't worth 

a shit so now what we do? (He's above MARINE who grunts 
in fear. Pointing towards audience as referee might, | 
and in. an authoritative voice) Fumble recovery, 

Skins! First and ten! (MARINE springs up, tosses him 
beercan.) Knew I could do it. Just hadda fina right 
language for moron. Football language. Dancing for 

his fuckin art; football for his fuckin intellect. | 


- (MARINE shifts around, anticipating fun.) Now settle down 


YESTERDAY (con't) now. Wanna give you your best shot. Let's see 
here. I remember you as a slippery runner. Let's let 
you show that. (kidding) You didn't show me nothin 
yet cause that fumble recovery's disputed play. Instant 
replay'd show I got it so what you gonna believe, and >: 
when? I don't say who cause everybody knows you don't 
believe nobody, nohow, no-o-time. You get that (it) 
don't make no difference how stupid you is. (MARINE 
reaches for can; he wants to get on with game.) 
(YESTERDAY withdraws it) Just a little minute. Okay, 
I got it. (lifts his arms as if shooting gun. Makes 
gun sound) Buhhhhhhh! (In his official voice again. ) 
End of first half. Shirts--that's me!--three, Skins. 
zero. (MARINE stopms around at the disappointing score) 
“hat there's my handicap, point spread. YOU gotta get 
ey een to win, shithead. Got it? (MARINE'S head 
goin up and down like a hatchet.) Okay, (gesturing) 
you get back there. That there's your goal to defend. 
I'm gonna Riek off second half. (MARINE backs off, all 
the while watching YESTERDAY, then begins to backpedal 
until he reaches a:spot, continues running in place.) 

YESTERDAY. Back further. (MARINE stumbles while trying to comply; 


‘YESTERDAY throws can underhand and very high to give him 


a chance to bear down upon MARINE.) End over fuckin » 
end ah-men. (MARINE catches it- if he drops it or 
whatever he cue it up smoothly, slowly. Runs Slowly at 
YESTERDAY, feints. When YESTERDAY lunges, he continues 
on to score a touchdown. ) 

| & YESTERDAY. (when missing him) Slick as owlshit ain't you? (Then 


runs after him, arms upraised in referee's signal for 
| touchdown. Immediately YESTERDAY becomes a:.falsetto 


| © 


YESTERDAY (con't) cheerleader in mincing parody, grabbing at 


MARINE. 


YESTERDAY. 


breat, crotch. ) 

Habba dabba dah 

Habba dabba doon 

Sis bangs coons. 

Les all scream 

For Marine's machine. 
(He ends with a few kicks and more grabbing, 
parodying the parody. . MARINE approaches warily, 
holding out the ball. He snatches it away. YESTERDAY 
snarling:) Okay. Let's see something else here. Let's 
not play at playin. Anybody can do this (imitating flashy 
moves ) flashy shit. How bout down in the trenches? 
Don't mean those trenches in Vietnam and Cambodia. 
(recites) Not where youwas a rich man's whore fightin 


for Bermuda grass on the seventeenth green, 


fightin akeep that rich boy's wife in maternity;,. 


Slut in butter creams. 
Sold your dong for a song boy, tole you that. Believed 
allthe lies. Poor fuck yall lost for lyin. Yall...what 
was I sayin? He who wastes a babe away lives to kill another day. 
(tries to articulate trenches but ends up pantomiming 
a man digging a hole.) 
Ah don't sweat it. That cause was as good as any. Oh 
year. make world safe for Big Money, Honey, all those 
dumb fuck Penton Marshfelds. Now it's over in the fuckin 
Veitnam and nobody knows what the fuck it was. Every- 
body riearly full-employed which is what I'm doing for you 
right now. Now stop the shiftin around and listen. 


Your ball, fourth down (holds up two fingers) two to go! 


wv 


& 


YESTERDAY (con't)Y'understand. (MARINE nods vigorously. YESTERDAY 


MARINE. 


YESTERDAY. 


YESTERDAY. 


turns and runs back a few stips, then turns to face 
MARINE.) You kick, right? Punt? (demonstrating) 
(tries to articulate no, his head slashing up and down) 
Okay then (walking slowly back) dig-in time. (When 
he gets face to face with MARINE he wipes his feet back 
like a bull getting ready to attack. Then he takes the 
ball from him and assumes a lineman's stance.) On 
hike, get it? Then you come through me, cause that'- 
the only fuckin way you're gonna do it, no flashy 

crap. And I'm not gonna take it easy on yuh cause you're 
a simple shit. Cause that ain't football, right? I'M 
GONNA STOMP YOU AND SHOVE THAT FUCKIN BEERCAN DOWN YOUR 


THROAT! I'M GONNA STOMP YOU AND SHOVE THAT FUCKIN BEERCAN 


_DOWN YOUR MOTHER FUCKIN THROAT! Now you ready? (MARINE 


very grim and determined, nods once. ) On hike, right? 
(MARINE doesn't nod but YESTERDAY knows he understands) 
Sig-ih-nalll1111l1l1ls huh-one huh-two huh three huh four huh- 
IKE! (Tosses MARINE can, screeching, leaps at him in 
same motion. MARINE runs straight into him. There's 
an impact when both expel breath. It seems as if 
YESTERDAY has him stopped. YESTERDAY is clawing at him 
in trying to hold him.) Hah ah! I'm gettin you, you 
simple shit! Get you all the way dow I'm gonna stomp 
all over you! This is Texas football shitbrain! Not 
fuckin Ivy League. We leave fuckin footprint! 

(Now MARINE forces YESTERDAY up to vertical then down 
backwards. MARINE literally runs over him) © 

(on his ack): Lost the battle, Mother. Already fucked 
up the war. (MARINE comes back to look down at him. | 


YESTERDAY thrusts his arm up and MARINE pulls him up) 
| i 


| & 


YESTERDAY . 


Well! Didn't give your heart for your country did yuh? 
They wouldn't know what the fuck to do with it any- 
ways. (YESTERDAY whirls around, arms flying, 

knocking MARINE away. Looking upward, passionate) 

I run past you before and that pissed you off but you 
Saw this. You saw. Don't shit me cause I fuckin know 
you did. Cause I'm fuckin whatchacallit, mystic. That 
I know for a fuckin fact! Now what you gonna do 

for this boy? (upraised fist) By Jesus Christ you better 
do somethin. This boy (voice breaking) he should be 
one of Darrel Royal's good ole boys at University of 
Texas. You got a longhorn here Lord, a veritable 
Longhorn. Now I'm willin await a little more cause I'll 
get myown miracles runnin pretty soon. But I'm fuckin 
warnin you! You can't get somethin goin,;,move on! 
That's all Im sayin and I'm not.shittin neither! 
(snatches can from MARINE and spikes it with a 


screeching yell) Muh-uh! (MARINE runs away.) 


- End of SCENE TWELVE- 


'& 


YESTERDAY 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


ny 


-SCENE THIRTEEN- 
-Split stage. On one side ANN sits at the table we 
saw in the ranch house scene. She wears a long dressing 
gown and her hair is up in a towel. PENTON hovers 
over her. He is dressed in a splashy plaid sportcoat, 
mostly reds, and open-necked startlingly yellow shirt, 
pale yellow or powder blue slacks, (his personal youth 
movement) and is terrifically animated. Doesn't wear 
his glasses an so he'll blink a lot. Two piles'of bus-~ 
iness ledgers sit on the table. 
On the other side of the stage, YESTERDAY is seen nailing 
pieces of wood to his cross. Twilight. As YESTERDAY 
speaks PENTON is showing ANN something in one of the 
ledgers. She nods -:fron time to time. | 
(From this point on his voice picks up more resonance 
and vibrance. Meditatively: ) Some rough boards too. 
Some of these ... packing boards full of splinters aha 
knots, «..bent, rusty nails. What the cross musta 
been like. Haul the fuckin thing up tomorrow (with) 
Slipperys truck. See it for fuckin miles. Even from 
the new highway. (He leaps rigidly up, hammer in hand, 
extends his arms cpwarae.) First Church of All's goin 
up! (Light goes to black on him.) 
Now you got any questions about cattle? Anything at all! 
These books are my way (of) keeping records. I can 
get you computer prinouts of anything you want. All 
that shit's too long for me. 
I don't even know what I'm doing here. It's all going 
by too fast. 


I caught you halfway to Mexico and hysterical. 


a! 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 
PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


I sure was, but how did you ever find me? And why? 
Cause I wanted to is why. I had Am-- he runs the cafe 
for me -- phone when you ripped past. 

Well, the food was a gourmet feast, the tour of the ranch 
house was fabulous--like a lovely old museum. And that.. 
place I took my bath I couldn't find words for. 

That's in the new wing, and better than Atlantic City. 
orany "of ‘these. new fancy places. 

And the clothes in my closet! Your former wife's I guess -- 
Maria told me about her---why they're. just--- 

Threw all her stuff out. That's all brand new. Sent 
Maria and a ranch hand to El Paso. Got sizes from Am. 
Am's gift is ladies' sizes. 

Amazing! But...why? 

For you. 

But I don't understand. I've got to fly out of here in 
a few hours. 

Settle down, settle down. Believe me, I've got a few 
years on you -- there's almost nothin you got to do right 
away. None of this strike when the iron is hot. stuff. 
That iron stays hot a good long time. We got a blacksmith's 
shop here; I'll show you what I mean. ; 
Thanks for thisi.latest sermon: and: I've had the tour 
andddddd as I've been saying, I've got a job that I've 
got to get back to, Mr. Marshfeld. Pronto. It's not 
much of a job but... 

I called your Mr. Lance Aarth in Boston. Hope you 

don't mind Maria got me one of your cards. He said stay 
long's you want. 


But why would I stay? 


PENTON. 


ANN. 
PENTON. 
ANN. 
PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON . 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


Cause I...got a proposition for you is all. And it's 
gonna take a long time to set it all straight. It's 
damm complicated and there's a lot of little things to 
sort out. You can't rush. Can't do it fast. Every- 
body today wants to do everything fast! 

A business proposition, I trust. 

You might say. 

Well that's better than I've gotten recently. 

Say! You like baseball? 
(quizzical) Well...yes. My father used to take me to 
the Red Sox games. He dies with his sacred Red Sox. 

It was fun. 

Great! I can't tell you how happy that makes me. 
Oocoocooops, but wait a lil minute! Can't get them. 

It's gotta be one that ain't doin so hot makin money. 

I hope you ain't disappointed. 

Why would I be? 

And I forgot to say about Paris. I mean in France. You 
get amonth there a year, and what you do is your own bus- 
iness. 
Mrommremmm , talk on--but (really puzzled) I assume that if 
I got a vacation on any job be if job is what we're talk- 
ing -- that what I did on the vacation was my own bus- 
iness. Is the C.I.A. going to go over my kleenex? 

Damm straight! I mean your own business! Damm right! 


(opening a ledger) Now this here's the: oil. Hope you 


don't mind I want you to stay out of the oil There 


ain't even common politeness in it. Just all -kinds:1: 


of roughnecks and liars, and now with all these damm 


PENTON (con't) Ay-rabs (to) claw off the back of your 
hand when ja reach for your change, why you have 
to--- 

ANN. But I still don't get it! Why would you want me? 
For any kind of job? I've got very little experience, 
barely out of college... Three or four nothing jobs. 


What do you see in me? 


PENTON. (Open faced leer) Plenty! (mutters) Low ass for 
one thing. 
ANN. I am not about to become ‘anybody's mistress, Mr. 


Penton Marshfeld. No way. 

PENTON. Of course not. I wouldn't never insult a lady by of- 
fering any kind of arrangement like that. 

ANN. I'll bet. You're a Texan! 

PENTON. And I'm a little offended you would think I could even 
think of such a thing. 

ANN. (laughing) Okay then. Let's not offend you. But 


let's go back to square one. 


PENTON. Ma'm? | 
ANN. What do you want me for? A simple question. 
PENTON. This:other pile's cattle. I'd teach you, then leave you 


alone. I mean young girl today wants some kind of career 
no matter what. I stay up to date, not one of your old 
farts. 

ANN. Can't this wait until I'm actually hired or at least 
offered the job? Whatever in God's name it is!  Or...?. 

PENTPN. I didn't bring in the book showin the penny ante stuff--- 
motels, car rental agencies, hamburger poscaurane desc 

ANN. Okay Mr. Marshfeld, you're rich. We got rich people in 
Boston too, you know, maybe not as rich as you but rich. 


Old money. Even smells old. They smell like the money. 
E a 


wwe 


ANN. (con't)But your new money and your cattle and oil and motels or 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


whatever do impress me. I couldn't help but be im- 
pressed, but it's nothing to do with me! Crude Big 
Money. I'm just a screwed-up kid from Boston who 
insists we get down to cases. Like right now! 

-Light goes to black and we see YESTERDAY again. 

He is laying cinderblock: : in a very slow, ritualistic 
fashion. After about two minutes we're back to 
PENTON and ANN- | 

(leaping up) You're crazy! Is everybody. in this . 


goddamm fuckin Texas crazy? 


I suspect. It's nothin to brag on though. Just a startin 


point; you go on from there. 
(getting away from him) Well, I'm going on from here! 
You're older than my father. Shame on you! 


Older. (a beat) More shame I reckon. 


(frantically striding) How do I get out of here? 

Let me out of this fuckin Texas! Cab or something! 

My clothes I came with? Please! Jesus Christ! I 
mean...Jesus Christ! 

Now will you please sit down? Will you please sit 
dwon and listen? Please! It's only common politeness. 
You owe it to me to listen. c-c-c-c=- common--- 

I don't owe shit to anybody. And I'm not listening to 


any more of you goddamm whacked-out Texans anymore. 


’ I wasn't even left with the clothes on my back by 


this goddamm fuckin (mocks) b-b-b-b-burning asshole 
of a Texas! 

Now Ma'm, would you-all please listen? (She claps 
her hands over her ears and hums shriekingly) (iiss 


MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM ! 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 
ANN. 


PENTON. 


PETON. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. . 


ANN. - 
PENTON. 
ANN. 


PENTON. 


Please Ma'm. Just a minute. Common politeness. 

Do you want anything more to eat? 

(uncovering her ears) Eat? Eat? That's another 

thing to people down here. Kick the crap out of them till 
they're weak and then bribe them withfood. No! (She 
covers her ears and hums again.) MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM 
I'm not listening! I can't! 

Maria! Maria! Maria! Mar-EEEEEEEEEEA! 

(Her hum escalates) 

This is not common politeness. No sir! You're 
hysterical. 

You'd have to get hysterical here or you'd go crazy. 
Everybody's always at you! 

(very agitated; moving behind her) Now please sit down, 
sit down. Maybe a brandy! A brandy? Maria! 

(retching sobs, her head on the table) Another job 
that I screwed the shit out of...and fuck Maria! 

Now now. Every onan has that trouble with men. 

I was speaking figuratively, you old fool. I'm just a 
working girl, not the whore of Babylon! Jesus Christ! - 
And I don't -want to anyway, get marrried to anybody. 
Never! (revulsed) And and and and you...really wouldn't 
want me if you know...me and that fuckin Yesterday! 
(laughs) Oh that? Shit, girl! That's nothin. I'm 
telling you that's shit everybody gotta go through. 

Why, everybody goes through that shit. That's nothin. 
Yeah? So's my life! 

You don't mean that. It's actin a little. 


I don't huh? I feel low as whaleshit:! 


Well, anyways, tmat's like. .that shit with Yesterday 


--.that's like...why that there's like...(triumphant) 


oe 


PENTON (con't ) well like Athlete's Foot! 


ANN. 


EPNTON. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 
PENTON. 
ANN. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


(very liquid) Athlete's Foot? 

Hell yeah. Ya get it, ya know, you scratch and scratch 
and scratch the bastard, and it goes away or you get 
you something to make it go away. 

(two beats then recovering,a little wanton and 
kidding) And...if I get an itch, who around here can 
scratch it? 

(puffing up and going into a rooster strut) Well Ma'm 
now I hope you don't think I'm too old to senateh: No 
Sireee, I can scratch any lady's itch much as she wants 
and long's she wants too. (Now ANN laughs and cries 
together ; PENTON fumbles throughall his pockets, 
finally brings up a ring box, extends it to her.) 1 
don't care what you say I want you to have this! I 
don't care what ya say, you can say whatever ya want. 
(She reaches. towards it and light goes down very slowly. 
Go to black. Before YESTERDAY is illuminated, we 

hear ANN, then PENTON. ) 

Jesus! 

Now let's talk real soft, real calm, until our ass. 
ities 2c OCES time...there's lotsa time....uh....cc-c-c 
c~c~common politeness. 

You crazy bastard! Fuckin thing looks like a golf ball! 
Keep it no matter what. 


It's all so sad. That's what tears me up. 


I've been getting awful fond of you, Ann and fuckin-- 


excuse me -- hourglass's running out. 


(imitating) Lots of time and do it now! = 


I'd do anything. You're awful beautiful. 


PENTON. 


PNETON. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 
PENTON. 
ANN. 
PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. .: 


ANN. 
PENTON. 


ANN. 


(I) accept the awful. (muses for a beat) 

I've never been corrupted, notin any large way....various 
shitheads. It'd be interesteing to see how bad it'd 
make me--or good. 

Corrupted? No such thing! No sir! We are honorable 
people! Honorable! 

I'm resisting like hell now and it's got me completely 
fuckin depressed. 

What: you want? Anything. 

(shaking) Virtue is a state of nerves I'll tell you. 
(Go to black an instant with light full up on 
YESTERDAY. Fade to black, up slowly on PENTON, 

ANN who are static for two beats) 

Now I'm still a goddamm vigorous man if you know what 
I mean. 

I always know what people mean. It's my cross. 

Course I'm not gonna...much as young man. You'll 
have time for hobbies. 

I'll macrame a chastity belt. 

(laughs) I like you! I truly do! Sonofabitch! 
Another cross. Everybody fuckin likes me! 

Anyways, I won't be...much...as I say. 

Terrific! (muses) With all your money, and curving in 
your life expectency, it figures out to about ten thou 
a crack! 

Ma 'm? 

I'm too middle class to turn that down! 

(almost knocking something over) Sayin yes? 

Not sayin nothin! Playin with life afore it grinds me 
up. -Give me the space to do it. Get the fuck out of 


my face! Bring more money. I don't need any. 


-Back to YESTERDAY in his sun-trance pose) 

YESTERDAY. All light spills outa me cause I can fuckin run 
past light keep it in me like battery. If I shut 
it fuckin off there ain't no world! Hah! 


-Back to PENTON and ANN- 


PENTON. ---Politeness. 
ANN. Aye, common! 
PENTON. I couldn't hear. You was whisperin and I couldn't 


hear with my own breathin. 


ANN. Well, that's at least a vital sign. 

PENTON. Didn't catch all of that neither.. 

ANN. I said of course I'll marry you! Maybe. Probably. 
Could-should-shit! 

PENTON. (very encouraged) Ma'm? 

ANN. I said fuck you and your fuckin suckin mother- 


humpin Texas! 

PENTON. Now you got no call...common politeness. 

ANN. . It just simply doesn't make any difference. I'll 
probably say yes. I probably already have. What's 
the difference? Some Harvard. Professor with his 
head up his ass, a Brockton mechanic, or nothing. 

Or you? What the fucks the difference? And why does 
this question fuckin exhilerate me? I'm beaten down, 
beaten up and--flying! 

PENTN. Wish you'd say one thing, one way or other. 

ANN. (squealing) I don't know. You forget what you feel down 
here--like a fist whomps eo peas consciousness and 
sends everything flying! And you're left with sun, 
sand, madness and the...ubiquitous stink of money. 

PENTON. Nice stink (if) you ask me. You can have much you want. 


Go to Paris, get inta spendin contest with yourself! 


95. 


PENTON.(con't) Spend more than fuckin Ay-rabs, that's all the 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


YESTERDAY. 


PENTON. 


fuck I care. They think they come up in the world. 
Get me against one! Fuckin Kraut car? 

Mercedes? He buy five! I'11 buy fuckin ten! 

You bet your ass! (swaggers) 

Penton, you're what made this country great! 

(not missing the sarcasm) Never mind all that! 

Take your part give it to Indians and niggers 

alls I care. 

~Go to YESTERDAY- . 
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM(etc. very resonant. He's gener- 
ating his light and knowledge, sending it out to change 
and illuminate the world.) I ama tree! I ama 

tree of light! 

- Other scene comes up brilliantly. PENTON throws his 
jacket up into the air and shrieks and whoops and yodels. 
Then he stomps on it, picks it up and whips it around 
his head. ANN sits at the little table, Mona Lisa 
smile, the large diamond flashing from her finger. 
Now that's enough now, Penton. I didn't say yes. 
We'll just talk some more tomorrow, and we might 

be talking a fifty page contract: Manager-wife, old 
Baby, and nothing less! 

That's fine! (He circles the table, whipping the 
coat around toreador-style. ) 

(Chin on hands, looking around as if taking a kind of 
sardonic inventory) I'm crazy. But I feel better. 

I don't know. I can breathe. I haven't been able 


to breathe for years. 


ANN. (con't) -++-A....religious peace! I should have | 
sold out years ago. How To Sell Out! Where was 
that in the self-help books? (imitating PENTON) 
Sheeeee-it! 

PENTON. Maria! Maria! Everybody! Get your no-good asses in here. 
Get your... 

ANN. No! Now Penton, it's not really decided. I'm just staying 
another day. Everything else is off the record. 

PENTON. (little boy imploring) Ann? Please? 

ANN. Oh all right. Doesn't make any difference. 


Really doesn't. 


PENTON. (Comes over to put hand on her shoulder) Thank you 
Honey. 
- ANN. (removing it, sweetly) When you sign the dotted line, 


you can be my Valentine! 
PENTON. (whoops of the old rejuvenated cowboy which we hear 
until YESTERDAY speaks) 
-Light rises slowly on YESTERDAY, who is mostly backlit. 
He is naked except for the long bandana DAVROONI 
ordained him with. His face and arms are thrust rigidly 
up. After a moment he begins speaking~- he no 
longer has any Texas accent; 
YESTERDAY. (very resonant, very vibrant) 
Lone Star! Lone Star! 
. I feel your weight! 
I send your rhythm 
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM 
down (face drops) thivoGoh TexaSSSSSSSSS sand 
and into Texasssssssssss soil, 
into far downnnnnnnnninto 


° rrrrrrrocky earth. 


YESTERDAY {con't) Texas! Texas! 
na (pleading) Lone Starrrrrr., Lone Starrrrrrr 
take me to the centerrrrrrrrr! 
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM 
And from the centerrrrrrrrrr 
eat the place, 
past the place 
past light!! 
(brings arms down, places hands on hips and takes 
a very wide stance) | 
Take me Big Heat too! 
Big Heat! 
Beyond beyond outside 
Where where is when 
and light stops! 
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM 
. (new he thrusts his arms to either side.) 
Texasssssssss! Texassssssss! Texasssssss! 
wide wide wide around 
and back 
wwwwwwwide wwwwwwwwwide wwwwwwwwwide around 
and back 
(His hands fan rigidly out) 
Texas! Texas! Texas! 
My rhythmmmmmmmmmm: out to you 


and you to me (shaking) 


We 


YESTERDAY (con't) Through me through me 
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM 
My rhythm out to you 
and you to me. 


MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM 
(The humming becomes higher and higher pitched 


excruciating to him.) 


(His arms thrust rigidly up. His whole body vibrates 
extraordinarily for a few seconds, and as he gasps 
his final line.) 


LONE STAR! 


- End of SCENE THIRTEEN-~ 


SCENE FOURTEEN 
-Christmas Cafe, some years later. Two strands 
of lights are lit, the rest dark. PENTON and 
ANN enter. He wears sand-colored baseball cap 
with letters PA and red white and blue jacket 
covered with the patches of the various major 
league teams. She wears overlarge sand-colored 
baseball jacket with P on one pocket, A on other. 
On the back there is Pan Americans in script; under 
this in smaller script, Boss Lady. Her hips are wider; 
she wears vinyl cowgirl skirt. He carries a cane; 
his lips move. 

PENTON. (sitting at table with much scraping of chair, 
knocking with cane, etc.) As hot in here...hot (quizzical 
since he's forgotten favorite phrase) asshole... 
welded? 

ANN. (loud) I never thought of him dying. He was such a 
fixtures on the ranch. 

PENTON. . Was fixture. Had fixture. (bangs cane on table, then 
rests it on top.) 
~ANN goes to bar, turns to face him, leans back on elbows ) 

ANN. The old order passeth. I, uh, got rid of the bartender 
Am today too. 

PENTON Am? Harmless little bastard. Harmless little...you 


wanna be boss of Texas, somethin? He's harmless little 


bas... 
ANN. i'm running the ranch now Penton, remember? 
PENTON. (mocks) I'm runnin the ranch now Penton, remember? 
ANN. (ignoring him) Gave him a hundred dollars and pointed 


him north. (points) 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


“ANN. 


PENTON . 


ANN. 
PENTON. 


ANN. 
PENTON. 
ANN. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


’ PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON, 
ANN. 


PENTON. 


Well you're an ass is all. Harmless little 

bastard. Just a--- 

Well, that's all that he was. I asked him three 

times to give me an inventory of this Place and he just 
went biank.. 

Gonna make Holiday Inn here? That it? 

I want it run right. I want to know just how much this 
boozy socialism is costing me. 

Holiday Inn! I'm only sorry I'll die fore yuh get... 
be governor. (mutters) I'd be first man. (laughs) 
You'll see a lot more things before you cash in. 

Seen enough already.. That Marine. He could play foot- 
ball! 

Too bad he couldn't play baseball. 

Fuckin war fucked brain up. 

Well it was a nice ceremony. Yesterday handled it all 
right. He didn't jump around and he was sober. 

But he ain't no real minister even if he did see 

ass end of God. (giggles) 

Well it's all right just for us. | 

(struck) That boy had a father. Where's that boy's...? 
He's an old roughneck working maintenence on the’ 
Alaskan pipeline. He told me to do what I wanted, that 
the marine was dead since Vietnam anyway. 

Piss poor fathers nowadays. 

I don't care. If I can getthings settled fast I don't 
care about things like that anymore. 

You're real Texan all right. Je-sus Christ you are! 


Thanks. 


When you learn that word? 


he 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 
PENTON. 
ANN. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 
ANN. 
PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


' PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


ANN. 


PENTON. 


Not from you. | 

(trailing) Good ole boys! Marine, Yesterday Am. 
Good..... (snapping to) Fuckin beer! 

Garcon! 

Fuckin French talk. Who yuh tryin to...(impress *? ) 
Bud, Sugar? 

Yeah, he owns ball team too. Cardinals. Top sof 
division. 

Well, the Pan Americans are at the bottom of theirs . 

I regret to inform you. 

Too many spicks and niggers. Give me the money. - 
I'll get ... good ole boys. 

No team of good ole boys can win anymore Honey. 

No way! 

Now she knows all bout baseball. What next? 

Mention <Meadows. 

Whattafuck is...? 

Town of seven thousand clustering around the Church of 
All. We're all ready to go. 

Yeah? Well they'd quickly leave...they hear Yesterday 
screechin at the moon. 

The Church of All: has given over its eccleastical mission 
Whattafuck that mean? 

Yesterday and I have signed an agreement. 

You're just mad cause he fucked you first time you come 
downhere. (giggles) 

Now don't turn into one of those.’ 

Send him packin too? Am I next? (mutters) Gettin all 
Texas by the balls. She'll never let go! 
Two Buds garcon. (Suddenly YESTERDAY enters by rising 


up back of the bar with‘two open bottles of Budweiser. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


PENTON. 


Beatific grin. ANN snatches the bottles from 

him, goes to table.) 

She got you too, huh? (Flings cane at YESTERDAY who 
ducks, pops up again with the same grin.) 

(Toasting) This is the new Church of All! 

Balls! Good ole boys...good ole.... 

I thought I'd get him closer to his source of 

holy water. 

(very hoarse) Why don't yuh fuck him right top of 

the bar. Couldn't see you anyways. (frustrated) Every 
fuckin thing....stoppin. (ANN comes over to massage 

his shoulders. They both face audience. He chortles 
and mutters inaudibly during her speech. ) 

Now now Honey, you know it's: only your big Texas cock 
that I want. When the Pan Americans win the pennant 
I'll tie it around it. There may be hope on both 
counts. And don't worry about Mr. Yesterday there. 
Mystics transcend their pricks, actually go on a kind 

of space jerk-off. 

Christ almighty women talk worse than the men nowadays. 
Worse! It's aw...goddamm awful! 

-She continues to massage him. YESTERDAY takes a 
couple of strands of lit bulbs from the wall, drapes them 
over himself- 

(Muttering) Everything's ... gettin awful. Every... 
fuckin...thing. 


(After two beats) We'll bear up. 


~---CURTAIN.-~- 


